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2 GRAUSTARK

He stumbled on a figure that leaned toward
the window in the dark passageway. With
reluctant civility he apologized; a lady stood
up to let him pass, and for an instant in the
half light their eyes met, and that is why the
miles rushed by with incredible speed.

Mr. Lorry had been dawdling away the
months in Mexico and California, For years
he had felt, together with many other people,
that a sea-voyage was the essential beginning
of every journey; he had started round the
world soon after leaving Cambridge; he had
fished through Norway and hunted in India,
and shot everything from grouse on the Scot-
tish moors to the rapids above Assouan. He
had run in and out of countless towns and coun-
tries on the coast of South America; he had
done Russia and the Rhone valley and Brittany
and Damascus; he had seen them all—but not
until then did it occur to him that there might
be something of interest nearer home. True
he had thought of joining some Englishmen
on a hunting tour in the Rockies, but that had
fallen through, When the idea of Mexico did
occur to him he gave orders to pack his things,
purchased interminable green tickets, dined
unusually well at his club, and was off in no
time to the unknown West.
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through everything—and they made life worth
living. He felt too a certain elation—like a
spirited horse—at turning toward home, but
Washington had not much to offer him, and
the thrill did not last. His big bag and his
hat-box—pasted over with foolish labels from
continental hotels—were piled in the corner
of his compartment, and he settled back in his
seat with a pleasurable sense of expectancy.
The presence in the next room of a very smart
appearing young woman was prominent in his
consciousness. It gave him an wuneasiness
which was the beginning of delight. He had
seen her for only a second in the passageway,
but that second had made him hold himself a
little straighter. ‘‘Why is it,”’ he wondered,
‘‘that some girls make you stand like a footman
the moment you see them?® Grenfall had
been in love too many times.to think of mar-
riage; his habit of mind was still general, and
he classified women broadly. At the same
time he had a feeling that in this case gener-
alities did not apply well; there was something
about the girl that made him hesitate at label-
ling her “*Class A,or B, or Z."” What it was
he did not know, but—unaccountably—she
filled him with an affected formality. He felt
like bowing to her with a grand air and much
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When he got back to his compartment he
rang vigorously for the porter. A coin was
carelessly displayed in his fingers. ‘‘Do you
suppose you could find out who has the next
compartment, porter?’’

‘I don’t know their name, suh, but they’'s
goin’ to New York jis as fas’ as they can git
thuh. Iain' ax um no questions, 'cause thuh’s
somethin’ 'bout um makes me feel’s if I ain’
got no right to look at um even."’

The porter thought a moment.

““I don’ believe it'll do yuh any good, suh,
to try to shine up to tha’ young lady. She ain’
the sawt, I can tell yuh that. I done see too
many guhls in ma time——"’

‘“What are you talking about? I'm not try-
ing to shine up to her. I only want to know
who she is—just out of curiosity.”” Grenfall’s
face was a trifle red. .

‘‘Beg pahdon, suh; but I kind o’ thought
you was like oth’ gent’'men when they see a
han'some woman. Allus wants to fin’ out
somethin’ ’'bout huh, suh, yuh know. ’Scuse
me foh misjedgin’ yuh, suh. Th' lady in
question is a foh'ner—she ‘lives across th’
ocean, ’'s fuh as I can fin’ out. They’s in a
hurry to git home foh some reason, "cause they
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maid, an' the man he’s th’ gen’ral hustler fer
th’ hull pahty.”

‘‘And you don’t know her name?”’

*No, suh, an’ I cain’t ver’ well fin’ out.””

*‘In what part of Europe does she live?"*

*‘ Australia, 1 think, suh."”

‘“You mean Austria.”’

‘Do I? 'Scuse ma ig'nance. 1 was jis®
guessin’ at it anyhow; one place’s as good as
'nother ovah thuh, I reckon.”

‘‘Have you one of those dollars she gave you?’’

“Yes, suh. Heh’s a coin that ain’ Amehi-
can, but she says it’s wuth seventy cents in our
money. It's a foh’en piece. She tell me to
keep it till I went ovah to huh country; then I
could have a high time with it—that’s what
she says—‘a high time'—an’ smiled kind o’
knowin’ like."’ )

‘‘Let me see that coin,’’ said Lorry, eagerly
- taking the silver piece from the porter’s hand.
““I never saw one like it before. Greek, it
looks to me, but I can’t make a thing out of
these letters. She gave it to you?”’

*“Yas, suh—Ilas’ evenin’. A high time on
seventy cents! That's reediculous, ain’t it?*’
demanded the porter scornfully.

“I'll give you a dollar for it. You can have
a higher time on that."’’
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vigorously jingling the coins in his pocket
when the train pulled out. Then he swung
on the car steps and found himself at her feet.
She was standing at the top, where she had
lingered a moment. There was an expression
of anxiety in her eyes as he looked up into
them, followed instantly by one of relief.
Then she passed into the car. She had seen
him swing upon the moving steps and had
feared for his safety—had shown in her glo-
rious face that she was glad he did not fall be-
neath the wheels. Doubtless she would have
been as solicitous had he been the porter or
the brakeman, he reasoned, but that she had
noticed him at all pleased him.

At Abilene he bought the Kansas City news-
papers. After breakfast he found a sea® in the
observation car and settled himself to read.
Presently some one took a seat behind him.
He did not look back, but unconcernedly cast
his eyes upon the broad mirror in the opposite
car wall. Instantly he forgot his paper. She
was sitting within five feet of him, a book in
her lap, her gaze bent briefly on the flitting
buildings outside. He studied the reflection
furtively until she took up the book and began
to read. Up to this time he had wondered
why some nonsensical idiot had wasted looking-
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chair as if casting it aside forever, and strolled
to the opposite window and looked out for a
few moments, jingling his coins carelessly.
The jingle of the pieces suggested something
else to him. His paper still hung invitingly,
upside down, as he had left it, on the chair,
and the lady was poring over her novel. As
he passed her he drew his right hand from his
pocket and a piece of money dropped to the
floor at her feet. Then began an embarrassed
search for the coin—in the wrong direction, of
course. He knew precisely where it had
rolled, but purposely looked under the seats on
the other side of the car. She drew her skirts
aside and assisted in the search. Four differ-
ent times he saw the little piece of money, but
did not pick it up. Finally, laughing awk-
wardly, he began to search on her side of the
car. Whereupon she rose and gave him more
room. She became interested in the search
and bent over to scan the dark corners with
eager eyes, Their heads were very close to- .
gether more than once. At last she uttered an
exclamation, and her hand went to the floor in
triumph. They arose together, flushed and
smiling. She had the coin in her hand.

““I have it,"” she said, gaily, a delicious for-
eign tinge to the words.
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Grenfall had formed many chance acquaint-
ances during his travels, sometimes taking
risks and liberties that were refreshingly bold.
He had seldom been repulsed, strange to say,
and as he went to his section dizzily, he
thought of the good fortune that had been his

.in other attempts, and asked himself why it
had not occurred to him to make the same
advances in the present instance. Somehow
she was different. There was that strange
dignity, that pure beauty, that imperial man-
ner, all combining to forbid the faintest
thought of familiarity.

He was more than astonished at himself for
having tricked her a few moments before into
a perfectly natural departure from indiffer-
ence. She had been so reserved and so nat-
ural that he looked back and asked himself
what had happened to flatter his vanity except
a passing show of interest. With this, he
smiled and recalled similar opportunities in
days gone by, all of which had been turned to
advantage and had resulted in amusing pas-
times. And here was a pretty girl with an air
of mystery about her, worthy of his best
efforts, but toward whom he had not dared to
turn a frivolous eye.

He took out the coin and leaned back in his
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attended to the transferring and rechecking of
his baggage, bought a new ticket, and dined.
At eight he was in the station, and at 8: 15 he
passed her in the aisle. She was standing in
her stateroom door, directing hier maid. He
saw a look of surprise flit across her face as he
passed. He slept soundly that night, and
dreamed that he was crossing the ocean with
her.

At breakfast he saw her, but if she saw him
it was when he was not looking at her. Once
he caught Uncle Caspar staring at him through
his monocle, which dropped instantly from his
eye in the manner that is always self-explana.
tory. She had evidently called the uncle's
attention to him, but was herself looking
sedately from the window when Lorry unfor-
tunately spoiled the scrutiny. His spirits took
a furious bound with the realization that she
had deigned to honor him by recognition, if
only to call attention to him because he pos-
sessed a certain coin. '

Once the old gentleman asked him the time
of day and set his watch according to the reply.
In Ohio the man-servant scowled at him be-
cause he involuntarily stared after his mistress
as she paced the platform while the train
waited at a station. Again, in Ohio, they met
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Lorry strolled up to the crowd of passengers
who were watching the engineer and fireman
at work. A clear, musical voice, almost in
his ear, startled him, for he knew to whom it
belonged. She addressed the conductor, who,
impatient and annoyed, stood immediately
behind him.

‘‘How long are we to be delayed?’’ she
asked. Just two minutes before this same
conductor had responded most ungraciously to
a simple question Lorry had asked and had
gone so far as to instruct another inquisitive
traveler to go to a warmer climate because he
persisted in asking for information which could
not be given except by a clairvoyant. But
now he answered in most affable tones:

‘“We’ll be here for thirty minutes, at least,
Miss—perhaps longer."’

She walked away, after thanking him, and
Grenfall looked at his watch,

Off the main street of the town ran little
lanes leading to the mines below. They all
ended at the edge of a steep declivity. There
was a drop of almost four hundred feet straight
into the valley below. Along the sides of this
valley were the entrances to the mines.
Above, on the ledge, was the machinery for
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it might not be such a merry game to stay in
that filthy little town; it did not follow that
she would prove friendly.

A few moments later she appeared—\;vholly
unconscious of what had happened. A glance
down the track and her face was the picture of
despair.

Then she saw him coming toward her with
long strides, flushed and excited. Regardless
of appearances, conditions or consequences,
she hurried to meet him.

‘“Where is the train?’’ she gasped, as the dis-
tance between them grew short, her blue eyes
seeking his beseechingly, her hands clasped.

‘It has gone.”’

‘““Gone? And we—we are left?"’

He nodded, delighted by the word ‘‘we."’

‘“The conductor said thirty minutes; it has
been but twenty,’’ she cried, half tearfully,
half angrily, looking at her watch. ‘‘Oh, what
shall T do?’’ she went on, distractedly. He had
enjoyed the sweet, despairing tones, but this
last wail called for manly and instant action.

‘‘Can we catch the train? We must! I will
give one thousand dollars. I must catch it.”’
She had placed her gloved hand against a tele-
graph pole to steady her trembling, but her
face was resolute, imperious, commanding.



MR. LORRY SEEKS ADVENTURE a1

She was ordering him to obey as she would
have commanded a slave, In her voice there
was authority, in her eye there was fear. She
could control the one but not the other.

‘‘We cannot catch the flyer. I want to catch
it as much as you and’’—here he straightened
himself—‘I would add a thousand to yours.”’
He hesitated a moment—thinking. ‘‘There is
but one way, and no time to lose."’

With this he turned and ran rapidly toward
the little depot and telegraph office.



II

TWO STRANGERS IN A COACH

Lorry wasted very little time. He dashed
into the depot and up to the operator’s win-
dow.

‘“What's the nearest station east of here?*’

“P——,"" leisurely answered the agent, in
some surprise.

*‘How far is it?"’

‘Four miles.”

*Telegraph ahead and hold the train that
just left here."”’

*“The train don't stop there.”

“It’s got to stop there—or there’ll be more
trouble than this road has had since it began
business. The conductor pulled out and left
two of his passengers—gave out wrong infor-
mation, and he’ll have to hold his train there
or bring her back here. If youdon’t send that
order I'll report you as well as the conductor.”’
Grenfall’s manner was commanding. The
agent’s impression was that he was important—

22
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““Oh, that’s all right! You'll never make
money easier. Can you get us there in twenty
minutes?”’

‘“It’s four mile, pardner, and not very good
road, either. Pile in, and we’ll make it er kill
old Hip and Jim. Miss the train?"’

‘“‘Get yourself ready for a race with an ex-
press train and don’t ask questions. Kill ‘'em
both if youhave to. I'll be back in a second!"’

Back to the station he tore, She was stand-
ing near the door, looking up the track miser-
ably. Already night was falling. Men were
lighting the switch lanterns and the mountains
were turning into great dark shadows.

‘‘Come quickly; I have a wagon out here.”

Resistlessly she was hurried along and fairly
shoved through the open door of the odd-look-
ing coach. He was beside her on the seat in an
instant, and her bewildered ears heard him say:

“Drive like the very deuce!"’ Then the
door slammed, the driver clattered up to his
seat, and the horses were off with a rush.

‘““Where are we going?’’ she demanded, sit-
ting very straight and defiant.

‘““After that train I'll tell you all about it
when I get my breath. This is to be the
quickest escape from a dilemma on record—
providing it is an escape.” By this time they
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time?’ she questioned, looking at the black
mountains and the dense foliage. It was now
quite dark.

*If he doesn’t bump us to death before we
get half way there. He's driving like the
wind.”’

‘“You must let me pay half his bill,”’ she
said, decidedly, from the dark corner in which
she was huddling.

He could find no response to this peremptory
request.

‘“The road is growing rougher. If you will
allow me to make a suggestion, I think you
will see its wisdom. You can escape a great
deal of ugly jostling if you will take hold of my
arm and cling to it tightly. I will brace my-
self with this strap. Iam sure it will save you
many hard bumps.’’

Without a word she moved to his side and
wound her strong little arm about his big one.

“I had thought of that,”’ she said, simply.
‘“Thank you.”” Then, after a moment, while
his heart thumped madly: ‘‘Had it occurred to
you that after you ran so hard you might have
climbed aboard the train and ordered the con-
ductor to stop it for me?"’

*I—I never thought of that!’’ he cried, con-
fusedly.
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looks like a duelist. Who the devil are they,
anyhow?”” Then aloud: ‘‘At this rate we'd be
able to beat the train to Washington in a
straight-away race. Isn’t it a delightfully wild
ride:”’

“I have acquired a great deal of knowledge
in America, but this is the first time I have
heard your definition of delight. I agree that
it is wild.”

For some moments there was silence in the
noisy conveyance. Outside, the crack of the
driver’s whip, his hoarse cries, and the nerve-
destroying crash of the wheels produced im-
pressions of a mighty storm rather than of
peace and pleasure.

‘I am curious to know where you obtained
the coin you lost in the car yesterday,’’ she
said at last, as if relieving her mind of a ques-
tion that had been long subdued.

*“The one you so kindly found for me?'’ he
asked, procrastinatingly.

““Yes. They are certainly rare in this
country.’’

*‘I never saw a coin like it until after I had
seen you,”’ he confessed. He felt her arm
press his a little tighter, and there was a quick
movement of her head which told him, dark as
it was, that she was trying to see his face and
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me,’”’ he said, laughingly. ‘‘Why are you so
curious about it?”’ '

‘‘Because it comes from the city and country
in which I live,”” she responded. “If you
were in a land far from your own would you
not be interested in anything—even a. coin—
that reminded you of home?"’

‘‘Especially if I had not seen one of its kind
since leaving home,’’ he replied, insinuatingly.

*‘Oh, but I have seen many like it. In my
purse there are several at this minute."’

‘‘Isn’t it strange that this particular coin
should have reminded you of home?”’

‘““You have no right to question me, sir,”’
she said, coldly, drawing away, only to be
lurched back again. In spite of herself she
laughed audibly.

*‘I beg your pardon,’’ he said, tantalizingly.

‘““When did he give it you?”’

*“Who?"’

*“The porter, sir.”’

**You have no right to question me,’’ he said.

“Oh!" she gasped. *‘‘I did not mean to be
inquisitive."’

“But I grant the right. He gave it me in-
side of two hours after I first entered the car.’*

‘““At Denver?”

‘‘How do you know I got on at Denver?’’






k73 GRAUSTARK

“] crave your pardon. It is such a strain to
hold myself and you against the rolling of this
wagon that I unconsciously gripped your hand
harder than I knew. You—you will not mis-
understand my motive?’’ he begged, fearful
lest he had offended her by his ruthlessness.

*‘I could not misunderstand something that
does not exist,” she said, simply, proudly.

“By Jove, she’s beyond comparison!’’ he
thought.

“You have explained, and I am sorry I
spoke as I did. I shall not again forget how
much I owe you.”

““Your indebtedness, if there be one, does
not deprive you of the liberty to speak to me
as you will. You could not say anything un-
just without asking my forgiveness, and when
you do that you more than pay the debt.
It is worth a great deal to me to hear you
say that you owe something to me, for I am
only too glad to be your creditor. If there
#s a debt, you shall never pay it; it is too
pleasant an account to be settled with ‘you’re
welcome.’” If you insist that you owe much to
me, I shall refuse to cancel the debt, and allow
it to draw interest forever.”’

“What a financier!” she cried. ‘‘That jest
was worthy of a courtier’s deepest flattery.
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the ejaculation indicates, a rough place had
been reached. He was flung back in the cor-
ner violently, his head coming in contact with
a sharp projection of some kind. The pain
was almost unbearable, but it was eased by
the fact that she had involuntarily thrown her
arm across his chest, her hand grasping his
shoulder spasmodically.

“Oh, we shall be killed!” she half shrieked.
“Can you not stop him? This is madness—
madness ! "’

‘‘Pray be calm! I was to blame, for I had
become careless. He is earning his money,
that’s all. It was not stipulated in the con-
tract that he was to consider the comfort of his
passengers.”’ Grenfall could feel himself turn
pale as something warm began to trickle down
his neck. ‘‘Now tell me which despatch it
was. I read all of them.”’

“Youdid? Of what interest could they have
been?”’

**Curiosity does not recognize reason.”

‘“You read every one of them?’’

‘*Assuredly.”’

*“Then I shall grant you the right to guess
which interested me the most. You Ameri-
cans delight in puzzles, I am told.”’

“Now, that is unfair."’
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‘‘We have seen something of Asia, Australia,
Mexico and the United States since we left
Edelweiss, six months ago. Now we are going
home—home!’’ She uttered the word so lov-
ingly, so longingly, so tenderly, that he envied
the homeland.

There was a long break in the conversation,
both evidently wrapped in thought which could
not be disturbed by the whirl of the coach. He
was wondering how he could give her up, now
that she had been tossed into his keeping so
strangely. She was asking herself over and
over again how so thrilling an adventure would
end.

They were sore and fatigued with the strain
on nerve and flesh. It was an experience
never to be forgotten, this romantic race over
the wild mountain road, the result still in
doubt. Ten minutes ago—strangers; now—
friends at least, neither knowing the other.
She was admiring him for his generalship, his
wonderful energy; he was blessing the fate that
had come to his rescue when hope was almost
dead. He could scarcely realize that he was
awake., Could it be anything but a vivid fancy
from which he was to awaken and find himself
alone in his berth, the buzzing, clacking car-
wheels piercing his ears with souhds so unlike
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Almost before they realized how near they
were to the lights, the horses began to slacken
their speed, a moment later coming to a stand-
still. The awful ride was over.

‘“The train! the train!’’ she cried, in ecstacy.
‘‘Here, on the other side. Thank heaven!"’

He could not speak for the joyful pride that
distended his heart almost to bursting. The
coach door flew open, and Light-horse Jerry
yelled:

‘‘Here y’are! I made her!”

‘I should say you did!”’ exclaimed Grenfall,
climbing out and drawing her after him gently.
‘‘Here’s your ten.”

“I must send you something, too, my good
fellow,”’ cried the lady. ‘‘What is your ad-
dress—quick?"’

“William Perkins, O——, West Virginny,
ma’am.”’

Lorry was dragging her toward the cars as
the driver completed the sentence. Several
persons were running down the platform,
dimly lighted from the string of car windows.
She found time to pant as they sped along:

‘““He was not Light-horse Jerry, at all!”
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are talking to before you open that mouth of
yours. Not another word!"’ Mr. Grenfall Lorry
was not president of the road, nor was he in
any way connected with it, but his well as-
sumed air of authority caused the trainman’s
ire to dissolve at once.

‘‘Excuse me, sir. I've been worried to death
on this run. I meant no offence. That old
gentleman has threatened to kill me. Just now
he took out his watch and said if I did not run
back for his niece in two minutes he’d call me
out and run me through. I've been nearly
crazy here. For the life of me, I don't see
how you happened to be——"’

‘‘Oh, that’s all right. Let’s be off,”’ cried
Lorry, who had fallen some distance behind his
late companion and her uncle. Hurrying after
them, he reached her side in time to assist her
in mounting the car steps.

*“Thank you,’’ smiling down upon him be-
witchingly. At the top of the steps she was
met by her aunt, behind whom stood the anx-
ious man-servant and the maid. Into the
coach she was drawn by the relieved old lady,
who was critically inspecting her personal ap-
pearance when Lorry and the foreigner entered.

*‘Ach, it was so wild and exhilarating, Aunt
Yvonne,’’ the girl was saying, her eyes spark-
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don't worry about it; I can care for myself.
Really, it doesn’t——"" :

“But it does! It has bled terribly. Sit
there! Now, Hedrick, some water.”

Hedrick rushed off and was back in a mo-
ment with a basin of water, a sponge and a
towel, and before Grenfall fully knew what was
happening, the man-servant was bathing his
head, the others looking on anxiously, the
young lady apprehensively, her hands clasped
before her as she bent over to inspect the
wound above his ear.

*‘It is quite an ugly cut,’’ said Uncle Caspar,
critically. ‘‘Does it pain you, sir?’’

‘‘Oh, not a great deal,”’ answered Lorry,
closing his eyes comfortably. It was all very
pleasant, he thought.

‘‘Should it not have stitches, Uncle Caspar?*’
asked the sweet, eager voice.

“I think not. The flow is staunched. If
the gentleman will allow Hedrick to trim the
hair away for a plaster and then bandage it I
think the wound will give him no trouble.’’
The old man spoke slowly and in very good
English.

‘‘Really, Uncle, is it not serious?’’

‘No, no,” interposed Grenfall Lorry. I
knew it was a trifle. You cannot break an
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.

In a fever of eager haste he bathed and
attired himself for dinner, the imperturbable
Hedrick assisting. One query filled the
American’s mind: ‘I wonder if I am to sit
beside her.’”” And then: ‘‘I have sat beside
her! There can never again be such de-
light!”’

It was seven o’clock before his rather un-
usual toilet was completed. ‘‘See if they have
gone to the diner, Hedrick,” he said to the
man-servant, who departed ceremoniously.

“I don’t know why he should be so damned
polite,”” observed Lorry, gazing wonderingly
after him. “‘I'm not a king. That reminds
me. I must introduce myself. She doesn’t
know me from Adam.”

Hedrick returned and announced that they
had just gonme to the dining car and were
awaiting him there. He hurried to the diner
and made his way to their table. Uncle Cas-
par and his niece were facing him as he came
up between the tables, and he saw, with no
little regret, that he was to sit beside the
aunt—directly opposite the girl, however.
She smiled up at him as he stood before them,
bowing. He saw the expression of inquiry in
those deep, liquid eyes of violet as their gaze
wandered over his hair.
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bler,—a gardener,—all synonyms of Guggen-
slocker. A sausage manufacturer’s niece—
Miss Guggenslocker! He tried to glance
unconcernedly at her as he took up his nap-
kin, but his eyes wavered helplessly. She
was looking serenely at him, yet he fancied he
saw a shadow of mockery in her blue eyes.

“If you were a novel writer, Mr. Lorry,
what manner of heroine would you choose?’’
she asked, with a smile so tantalizing that he
understood instinctively why she was reviving
a topic once abandoned. His confusion was
increased. Her uncle and aunt were regard-
ing him calmly,—expectantly, he imagined.

“I—I have no ambition to be a novel
writer,’’ he said, ‘‘so I have not made a study
of heroines.”’ -

‘‘But you would have an ideal,”’ she per
sisted.

“I'm sure I—I don’t—that is, she would not
necessarily be a heroine. Unless, of course, it
would require heroism to pose as an ideal for
such a prosaic fellow as I.”"

*“To begin with, you would call her Clarabel
Montrose or something equally as impossible.
You know the name of a heroine in a novel
must be euphonious. That is an exacting
rule.”’ It was an open taunt, and he could see
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petizer,” he said, obligingly, and so ended the
jest about a name.

The orders for the dinner were given and
the quartette sat back in their chairs to await
the coming of the soup. Grenfall was still
wondering how she had learned his name, and
was on the point of asking several times during
the conventional discussion of the weather, the
train and the mountains. He considerately
refrained, however, unwilling to embarrass
her.

‘“‘Aunt Yvonne tells me she never expected
to see me alive after the station agent tele-
graphed that we were coming overland in that
awful old carriage. The agentat P says it
is a dangerous road, at the very edge of the
mountain. He also increased the composure
of my uncle and aunt by telling them that a
wagon rolled off yesterday, killing a man, two
women and two horses. Dear Aunt Yvonne,
how troubled you must have been.’’

“I'll confess there were times when I
thought we were rolling down the mountain,’’
said Lorry, with a relieved shake of the head.

‘‘Sometimes I thought we were soaring
through space, whether upward or downward,
I could not tell. We never failed to come to
earth, though, did we?’’ she laughingly asked.
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it all! It was the other word I meant—down
not ox?/ I intended to call him down, as you
Americans say. I hope he will not think I
challenged him.” He was very much perturbed.

“I think he was afraid you would,” said
Lorry.

‘*He should have no fear. I could not meet
a railroad conductor. Will you please tell him
I could not so condescend? Besides, dueling
is murder in your country, I am told.”’

“It usually is, sir. Much more so than in
Europe.” The others looked at him inquir-
ingly. *I mean that in America when two
men pull their revolvers and go to shooting at
each other, some one is killed—frequently
both. In Europe, as I understand it, a scratch
with a sword ends the combat."”

‘“You have been misinformed,’’ exclaimed
Uncle Caspar, his eyebrows elevated.

‘“Why, Uncle Caspar has fought more duels
than he can count,” cried the girl, proudly.

**And has he slain his man every time?’’ asked
Grenfall, smilingly, glancing from one to the
other. Aunt Yvonne shot a reproving look
at the girl, whose face paled instantly, her eyes
going quickly in affright to the face of her
uncle.

““God!"” Lorry heard the old gentleman mut-
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face when she sank into a chair, nor shall I
feel again so near like dying as when she sug-
gested that you might have fallen from the
train. I sent Hedrick ahead to summon the
conductor, but he had hardly left us when the
engine whistled sharply and the train began to
slow up in a jerky fashion. We were very
pale as we looked at each other, for some-
thing told us that the stop was unusual. I
rushed to the platform meeting Hedrick, who
was as much alarmed as I. He said the train
had been flagged, and that there must be
something wrong. Your aunt came out and
told me that she had made a strange dis-
covery.”’

Grenfall observed that he was addressing
himself exclusively to the young lady.

‘‘She had found that the gentleman in the
next section was also missing. While we were
standing there in doubt and perplexity, the
train came to a standstill, and soon there was
shouting on the outside. I climbed down from
the car and saw that we were at a little station.
The conductor came running toward me ex-
citedly.

‘* ‘Is the young lady in the car?’ he asked.

““‘No. For Heaven's sake, what have you
heard?’ I cried.






56 GRAUSTARK

language, I took occasion to tell him that yof
were a gentleman and a friend of mine, He
asked me your name, but, as I did not know it, I
could only tell him that he would learn it soon
enough. Then he said something which has
puzzled me ever since, He told me to close
my face. What did he mean by that, Mr.
Lorry?”

‘“Well, Mr. Guggenslocker, that means, in
refined American, ‘stop talking,’’’ said Lorry,
controlling a desire to shout.

**Ach, that accounts for his surprise when I
talked louder and faster than ever. I did not
know what he meant. He said positively he
would not wait, but just then a second message
came from the other station. I did not know
what it was then, but a gentleman told me that
it instructed him to hold the train if he wanted
to hold his job. Job is situation,_is it not?
Well, when he read that message he said he
would wait just twenty minutes. I asked him
to tell me how you were coming to us, but he
refused to answer. Your aunt and I went at
once to the telegraph man and implored him to
tell us the truth, and he said you were coming
in a carriage over a very dangerous road.
Imagine our feelings when he said some people
had been killed yesterday on that very road.
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but one minute was left. I had made up my
mind to give him one of my pistols when the
time was up, and to tell him to defend himself.
It was not to be a duel, for there was nothing
regular about it. It was only a question as to
whether the train should move. Then came
the sound of carriage wheels and galloping
horses. Almost before we knew it you were
with us. I am so happy that you were nota
minute later.”’

There was something so cool and grim in the
quiet voice, something so determined in those
brilliant eyes, that Grenfall felt like looking

. up the conductor to congratulate him. The
dinner was served, and while it was being
discussed his fair companion of the drive
graphically described the experience of twenty
strange minutes in a shackle-down mountain
coach, He was surprised to find that she
omitted no part, not even the hand clasp or the
manner in which she clung to him. His ears
burned as he listened to this frank confession,
for he expected to hear words of disapproval
from the uncle and aunt. His astonishment
was increased by their utter disregard of these
rather peculiar details. It was then that he
realized how trusting she had been, how
serenely unconscious of his tender and sudden
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the woman considered it a pain,’’ reasoned
Miss Guggenslocker. ‘‘He could not feel
happy if she did not respect the pain."’

‘“And encourage it,’”’ supplemented Lorry,
drily. ‘‘If you do not remind me occasionally
that I am hurt, Miss Guggenslocker, I am
liable to forget it."’ To himself he added:
*I'll never learn how to say it in one breath.”

“If I were not so soon to part from yeu I
should be your physician, and, like all phy-
sicians, prolong your ailment interminably,”
she said, prettily.

“To my deepest satisfaction,”” he said,
warmly, not lightly. There was nothing
further from his mind than servile flattery, as
his rejoinder might imply. ‘‘Alas!”’ he went
on, ‘‘we no sooner meet than we part. May I
ask when you are to sail?”’

*‘On Thursday,’’ replied Mr. Guggenslocker.

**On the Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse,’’ added
his niece, a faraway look coming into her eyes.

‘“We are to stop off one day, to-morrow, in
Washington,’’ said Aunt Yvonne, and the
jump that Lorry’s heart gave was so mighty
that he was afraid they could see it in his face.

‘““‘My-uncle has some business to transact in
your city, Mr. Lorry. We are to spend to-
morrow there and Wednesday in New York,






63 GRAUSTARK

He was not ashamed, but he mentally vowed
that before he was a day older he would find
Graustark on the map and would stock his
negligent brain with all that history and the
encyclopedia had to say of the unknown land.
Her uncle laughed, and, to Lorry’s disappoint-
ment, obeyed the young lady’'s command.

**Shall I study the map of Europe, Asia or
Africa?’’ asked he, and they laughed.

¢Study the map of the world,”” said Miss
Guggenslocker, proudly.

‘‘Edelweiss is the capital?’’

‘“Yes, our home city,—the queen of the
crags,” cried she. ‘‘You should see Edelweiss,
Mr. Lorry. It is of the mountain, the plain
and the sky. There are homes in the valley,
homes on the mountain side and homes in the==
clouds.”’

‘““And yours? From what you say it must4
be above the clouds—in heaven.’’

‘““We are farthest from the clouds, for we==
live in the green valley, shaded by the white==
topped mountains. We may, in Edelweiss, &
have what climate we will. Doctors do not#
send us on long journeys for our health. They<2
tell us to move up or down the mountain. We=s
have balmy spring, glorious summer, refresh- +
ing autumn and chilly winter, just as we like.” =
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for I have not thought of it in three
days..’

She was sitting with her elbows on the table,
her chin in her hands, a dreamy look in her
blue eyes.

“You say you obtained that coin from the
porter on the Denver train?"’

‘*Within two hours after I got aboard."’

‘‘Well, that coin purchased your name for
me,’’ she said, calmly, candidly. He gasped.

‘““You—you don’t mean that you——'"" he
stammered.

‘“You see, Mr. Lorry, I wanted to know the
name of a man who came nearest my ideal
of what an American should be. As soon
as I saw you I knew that you were ?4¢ Ameri-
can as I had grown to know him through the
books,—big, strong, bold and comely. That
is why I bought your name of the porter, I
shall always say that I know the name of an
ideal American,—Grenfall Lorry."’

The ideal American was not unmoved, He
was in a fever of fear and happiness,—fear
because he thought she was jesting, happiness
because he hoped she was not. He laughed
awkwardly, absolutely unable to express him-
self in words. Her frank statement staggered
him almost beyond the power of recovery.






CHAPTER IV

THE INVITATION EXTENDED

They were called by the porter early
next morning. The train was pulling
Washington, five hours late. Grenfall
dered, as he dressed, whether fortune v
permit him to see much of her during her
day in the capital. He dreamed of a
over the avenues, a trip to the monume
visit to the halls of congress, an inspecti
public buildings, a dinner at his mot
home, luncheon at the Ebbitt, and other ¢
tions which might give to him every mo
of her day in Washington. But even :
dreamed, he was certain that his hopes
not be gratified.

After the train had come to a standsti
could hear the rustle of her garments i
next compartment. Then he heard her s
into the passage, greet her uncle and
utter a few commands to the maid, and,
he was adjusting his coliar and necktie,
from the car. No man ever made quicker

% ‘
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wider than they had been for a month. Re-
- lieved of his impedimenta, he returned to the
station.

‘‘Good morning, Mr. Lorry. Are you in too
much of a hurry to see your friends?’’ cried a
clear, musical voice, and he stopped as if shot.
The anxious frown flew from his brow and was
succeeded instantaneously by a glad smile.
He wheeled and beheld her, with Aunt
Yvonne, standing near the main entrance to
the station. ‘‘“Why, good morning,” he ex-.
claimed, extending his hand gladly. To his
amazement she drew herself up haughtily and
ignored the proffered hand. Only for a brief
second did this strange and uncalled-for hau-
teur obtain. A bright smile swept over her
face, and her repentant fingers sought his
timidly, even awkwardly. Something told him
that she was not accustomed to handshaking;
that same something impelled him to bend low
and touch the gloved fingers with his lips. He
straightened, with face flushed, half fearful lest
his act had been observed by curious loungers,
and he had taken a liberty in a public
place which could not be condoned. But she
smiled serenely, approvingly. There was not
the faintest sign of embarrassment or confusion
in the lovely face. Any other girl in the
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‘I shall be engaged during the entire day”
Mr. Lorry,” she said, slowly, looking hir®
fairly in the eyes with cruel positivenesss
Those eyes of his were wide with surprise anC
the glowing gleam of injured pride. His lip=
closed tightly; little red spots flew to hiE
cheeks and then disappeared, leaving his face
white and cold; his heart throbbed painfully
with the mingled emotions of shame and
anger. For a moment he dared not speak.

*‘I have reason to feel thankful that you are
to be engaged,”’ he said at last, calmly, without
taking his eyes from hers. ‘I am forced to
believe, much to my regret, that I have
offended when I intended to please. You will
pardon my temerity.”’

There was no mistaking the resentment in
his voice or the glitter in hiseyes. Impulsively
her little hand was stretched forth, falling upon
his arm, while into her eyes came again the
soft glow and to her lips the most pathetic,
appealing smile, the forerunner of a pretty
plea for forgiveness. The change startled and
puzzled him more than ever. In one moment
she was unreasonably rude and imperious, in
the next gracious and imploring.

“Forgive me,’’ she cried, the blue eyes bat-

ag bravely against the steel in the grey ones
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*‘Uncle Caspar will be busy all day, but I ane=
sure my aunt will be charmed. Aunt Yvonne -
Mr. Lorry has asked us to drive with him ove—s®
the city, and I have accepted for you. Wher—
are we to start, Mr. Lorry?"’

Mr. and Mrs. Guggenslocker stared in a be—
wildered sort of manner at their niece. Themm-
Aunt Yvonne turned questioning eyes towardE
her husband, who promptly bowed low before
the tall American and said:

‘“Your kind offices shall never be forgotten,
sir. When are the ladies to be ready?’’

Lorry was weighing in his mind the advis-
ability of asking them to dine in the evening
with his mother, but two objections pre-
sented themselves readily. First, he was
afraid of this perverse maid; second, he had
not seen his mother. In fact, he did not know
that she was in town.

““At two o’clock, I fancy, That will give
us the afternoon. You leave at nine to-night,
do you not?”’

“Yes. And will you dine with us this even-
ing?” Her invitation was so unexpected, in
view of all that had happened, that he looked
askance. ‘‘Ach, you must not treat my invita-
tion as I did yours!”’ she cried, merrily,
although he could detect the blush that returns
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valiant service in the cause of a most capricious
queen.”’

In an hour he was at home and relating to
his mother the story of his wanderings, neglect-
ing, for reasons best known to himself, the
events which occurred after Denver had been
left behind, except for a casual allusion to *“a
party of foreigners.”” At one o’clock, fault-
lessly attired, he descended to the brougham,
telling Mrs. Lorry that he had invited some
strangers to see the city. On the way down-
town he remembered that he was in business—
the law business—and that it would be well to
drop in and let his uncle know he was in the
city. On second thought, however, he con-
cluded it was too near two o’clock to waste any
time on business, so the office did not know
that he was in town until the next day, and
then to no great extent.

For several hours he reveled in her society,
sitting beside her in that roomy brougham,
Aunt Yvonne opposite, explaining to her the
many places of interest as they passed. They
entered the Capitol; they saw the White House,
and, as they were driving back to the hotel,
passed the President of the United States.

Miss Guggenslocker, when informed that the
President’s carriage was approaching, relaxed
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something into my life that can never be taken
away. You will forget me before you are out
of Washington, but I—I shall always see you
as you are now.”

She drew her hand away gently, but did not
take her eyes from his upturned face.

‘““You are mistaken. Why should I forget
you —ever? Are you not the ideal American
whose name I bought? I shall always remem-
ber you as I saw you—at Denver.”’

‘‘Not as I have been since?’’ he cried.

‘‘Have you changed since first I saw you?"
she asked, quaintly.

‘I have, indeed, for you saw me before I saw
you. I am glad I have not changed for the
worse in your eyes."’

‘‘As I first knew you with my eyes I will say
that they are trustworthy,” she said tantaliz-"
ingly.

*I do not mean that I have changed exter-
nally.”’

“In any other case my eyes would not
serve,’’ she cried, with mock disappointment.
“Still,” she added, sweepingly, ‘‘you are my
ideai American. Good-by! The man has
called ‘all aboard!’ *’

“Good-by!"” he cried, swinging up on the
narrow step beside her. Again he clasped her
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hzamd as she drew back in surprise. ‘‘You are
g<>iing out of my land, but not out of my mind.
IE ou wish your eyes to see the change in me,
Yy have only to look at them in a mirror.
T Zze¢y are the change—they themselves! Good-
b>3> ! Ihope that I may see you again.”’

She hesitated an instant, her eyes wavering
bemeath his. The train was moving slowly
Lo w. .

“‘I pray that we may meet,”’ she said, softly, at
laasst,—s0 softly that he barely heard the words.
FX ad she uttered no sound he could have been
S ye of her response, for it was in her telltale
©3>>es. His blood leaped madly. *‘You will be
b vt i you wait till the train is running at full
SI>eed,” she cried, suddenly 1eturning to the
A ¥oandoned merry mood. She pushed him
& «ntly in her excitement. *‘Don’t you see how
T=apidly we are moving? Please go!”’ There

as a terror in her eyes that pleased him,

“Good-by, then,” he cried.

‘““Adieu, my American,’’ she cried quickly.

As he swung out, ready to drop to the
¥ round, she said, her eyes sparkling with
S omething that suggested mischief, her face
XTxore bewitching than ever under the flicker of

the great arc lights:
“You must come to Edelweiss to see me. I
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shall expect you!'’ He thought there was &
challenge in the tones. Or was it mockery?

“I will, by heaven, I will!”’ he exclaimed.

A startled expression flashed across her face,
and Ler lips parted asif in protestation. As
she leaned furward, holding stoutly to the
hand-rail, there was no smile on her counte-
nance. :

A white hand fluttered before his eyes, and
she was gone. He stood, hat in hand, watch-
ing the two red lights at the end of the traim
until they were lost in the night.



i

v

SENTIMENTAL EXCHANGE

If Lorry slept that night he was not aware
of i, The next morning, after he had break-
fasted with his mother, he tried in vain to re-
calla minute of the time between midnight and
eight a.m. in which he did not think of the
Joung woman who had flown away with his
tranquillity. AIll night long he tossed and
thought. He counted ten thousand black
sheep jumping over a pasture fence, but, after
the task was done and the sheep had scattered,
he was as far from sleep as ever. Her face .
waseverywhere. Her voice filled his ear with
music never-ceasing, but it was not the lulling
husic that invites drowsiness. He heard the
tlock strike the hours from one to eight, when
be arose, thoroughly disgusted with himself.
Everything seemed to taste bitter or to look
blue. That breakfast was a great strain on his
natural politeness. He worshipped his mother,
but in several instances that morning he caught
himself just in time to prevent the utterance of
some sharp rejoinder to her pleasant, motherly

85
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queries. Twice she was compelled to repeatill
questions, his mind being so far away that he=
heard nothing save words that another womanms
had uttered, say twenty-four hours before.—
His eyes were red, and there was a heavy==
droop to the lids; his tones were drawling andill
his voice strangely without warmth; his face==
was white and tired.

““You are not well, Grenfall,”’ his mother—
said, peering anxiously into his eyes. ‘' The==
trip has done you up. Now, ycu must take a=
good, long rest and recover from your vaca—
tion.”’

He smiled grimly.

‘A man never needs a rest so much as he =
does at the end of his vacation, eh, mother?
Well, work will be restful. I shall go to the :
office this morning and do three days’ work
before night. That will prove to you that I
am perfectly well.””

He made a pretence of reading the morning
paper. There was nothing to interest him on
those cold, commonplace pages, not one thing
—but wait! A thought struck him suddenly,
and for ten minutes hie searched the columns
assiduously, even nervously. Then he threw
down the paper with a sigh of relief.

There was nothing to indicate that her train
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senior, could not repress his gratification over
the return of his clever, active nephew at such
an opportune time. He had felt himself unable
to handle the case alone; the endurance of a
young and vigorous mind was required for the
coming battle in chancery.

They lunched together, the elder eager and
confidential, the other respectful and—absent-
minded. In the afternoon the junior went over
the case, and renewed search for authorities
and opinions, fully determined to be constant
in spite of his inclination to be fickle. Late
in the day he petulantly threw aside the books,
curtly informed his astonished uncle that he
was not feeling well, and left the office. Until
dinner time he played billiards atrociously at
his club; at dinner his mother sharply re-
proved him for flagrant inattentions; after
dinner he smoked and wondered despondently.
To-morrow she was to saill If he could but
see her once more!

At 7: 30 his mother found him in the library,
searching diligently through the volume of the
encyclopedia that contained the G's. When
she asked what he was looking for he laughed
idiotically, and, in confusion, informed her
that he was trying to find the name of the most
important city in Indiana. She was glancing
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“The idea of chasing down to the wa
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There won’t be anything wrong in that. And
then I may have a glimpse of her before the
ship leaves the pier. She must not see me, of
course. Never! She'd laugh at me! How
I'd hate to see her laughing at me!”’ Then,
sinking back again with a smile of justification
on his face, he muttered: ‘“We won't turn
back; we’ll go right ahead. We'll be a kind of
a fool, but not so foolish as to allow her to see
us and recognize us as one.’

Before long they arrived at the wharf, and
he hurried to the office near by. The clerk
permitted him to look over the list. First he
ran through the first-class passengers, and was
surprised to find that there was no such name
as Guggenslocker in the list. Then he went
over the second class, but still no Guggen-
slocker.

‘‘Hasn’t Mr. Guggenslocker taken passage?*’
he demanded, unwilling to believe his eyes.

‘“Not on the Kaiser Wilhelm, sir.”

‘“Then, by George, they'll miss the boat!"’
Lorry exclaimed. ‘‘Maybe they’ll be here in
a few minutes.”’

“‘They can’t get anything but steerage now,
sir. Everything else is gone."’

- *‘Are you sure they haven’t taken passage?’’
asked the bewildered Lorry, weakly.
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horror escaped his lips. Perhaps something
unforeseen had happened—an accident-—ill-
ness-——even death!

The clanging of bells broke upon his ears
and he knew that the great ship was about
to depart. Mechanically, disconsolately he
walked out and paced the broad, crowded .
wharf. All was excitement. There was the |
rush of people, the shouts, the cheers, the
puffing of tugs, the churning of water, and the
Kaiser Wilhelm was off on its long voyage.
Half-heartedly, miserably and in a dazed con-
dition he found a place in the front row along
the rail. There were tears in his eyes, tear$
of anger, shame and mortification. She hed
played with him!

Moodily he watched the crowd of voyage®®
hanging over the rails of the moving leviatha®
of the deep. A faint smile of irony came £©
his lips. This was the boat on which his heas?
‘was to have been freighted from native shores.
The craft was sailing, but it was not carrying
the cargo that he had, in very good faith, con.
signed to Graustark. His heart was certainly
not on board the Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse.

Gloomily his disappointed eyes swept along
the rail of the big steamer, half interested in
spite of themselves. Twice they passed a cer-
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she did not expect to see him again, that she
was playing with him, that it was a merry jest
and not a heartache that filled her bosom at
the parting.

While he was still waving his handkerchief,
debating savagely and joyously the wisdom of
the act, she became a part of the distant color
scheme; the blue figure faded and blended
into the general tone and could no longer be
distinguished. She was gone, but she had
tossed him a kiss from lips that he should
always see. As he turned away from the
water he found himself wondering if there had
been tears in her eyes, but the probability was
so remote that he laughed foolishly and aloud.
A couple of girls heard the laugh and giggled
in sympathy, but he turned a scowling face
upon them and disappeared in the throng.

Uppermost in his bewildered mind was the
question: Why is she not in the passenger list?
Acting on a sudden impulse, he again sought
out the clerk in charge and made a most
thorough inspection. There was no Guggen-
slocker among the names. As a last resort he
asked:

““They could not have sailed under an
assumed name, could they?”’

*‘Ican’tsay asto that. Where are they going?*’
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them. They came yesterday and left to-
day."”

Mr. Grenfall Lorry returned to Washington
as in a dream—a fairy dream. The. air of
mystery that had grown from the first was now
an impenetrable wall, the top of which his
curiosity could not scale. Even his fancy, his
imagination, served him not. There was but
one point on which he was satisfied: he was in
love. His own condition was no mystery.

Several weeks later he went to New York to
question the Captain of the Wilhelm, hoping to
clear away the clouds satisfactorily. To his
amazement, the captain said there had been no
Guggenslockers on board nor had there been
persons answering the description, so far as he
could tell.

Through the long hot summer he worked,
and worried, and wondered. In the first, he
did little that was satisfactory to himself or to
his uncle; in the second, he did so much that
he was advised by his physician to take a
rest; in the last, he indulged himself so ex-
tensively that it had become unbearable. He
must know all about her! But how?

The early months of autumn found him pale
and tired and indifferent alike to work and
play. He found no pleasure in the society that
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had known him as a lion. Women bored him;
men annoyed him; the play suffocated him;
the tiresome club was ruining his temper;
the whole world was going wrong. The doc-
tortold him he was approaching nervous pros-
. tration; his mother’s anxious eyes could no
longer be denied, so he realized grimly that
there was but one course left open to him.
He suggested it to the doctor, to his mother
and to his uncle, and they agreed with him.
Itinvolved Europe.

Having fully decided again to cross the sea,
his spirits revived. He became more cheer-
ful, took an interest in things that were going
on, and, by the time the Kaiser Wilhelm sailed
in September, was the picture of health and
life,

He was off for Edelweiss—to the strange
Miss Guggenslocker who had threwn him a
kiss from the deck that sailing-day.



VI

GRAUSTARK

Two weeks later Grenfall Lorry was landea
and enjoying the sensations, the delights of that=—

wonderful world called by the name of Paris.
The second day after his arrival he met a Har-
vard man of his time on the street. Harry
Anguish had been a pseudo art student for
two years. When at college he was a hail-
fellow-well-met, a leader in athletics and in
matters upon which faculties frown. He and
Lorry were warm friends, although utterly
unlike in temperament; to know either of
these men was to like him; between the two
one found all that was admirable and inter-
esting in man. The faults and virtues of each
were along such different lines that they bal-
anced perfectly when lumped upon the scale of
personal estimation. Their unexpected meet-
ing in Paris, was an exhilarating pleasure to
-both, and for the next week or so they were
inseparable. Together they sipped absinthe
at the cafés and strolled into the theaters, the
102 -
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about. Lorry seemed so sure, so positive, that
he was loath to see his dream dispelled, his
ideal shattered. There was certainly no
Graustark; neither had the Guggenslockers
sailed on the Wilhelm, all apparent evidence to
the contrary notwithstanding. Lorry had been
in adelirium and had imagined he saw her on
the ship. If there, why was not her name in
the list? But that problem tortured the san-
guine searcher himself.

At last, in despair, after a fruitless search of
two days, Lorry was willing to submit. With
the perverseness common to half-defeated
fighters, Anguish at once protested, forgetting
that he had sought to dissuade his friend the
day before.

‘““We’ll go to the library of Paris and take a
look through the books and maps,’’ he said.
*Or, better still, let us go to the post office.
There! Why have we not thought of that?
What there is of Graustark they’ll know in the
postal service.”

Together they visited the chief post office,
where, after being directed to various deputies
and clerks, they at length found the depart-
ment in which the information was obtainable,
Inside of five minutes they were in possession
of facts that vindicated Miss Guggenslocker,
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They made hasty preparations for the jour-
ney. Anguish, romantic and full of adven-
ture, advised the purchase of a pair of pistols
and a knife apiece, maintaining that, as they
were going into an unknown and mountainous
region, they should be prepared for brigands
and other elements of danger. Lorry pooh-
poohed the suggestion of brigands, but indulged
his mood by buying some ugly-looking re-
volvers and inviting the prospect of something
really thrilling in the way of an adventure.
With their traps they were soon whirling
through France, bound for a certain great
city, on the road to Edelweiss, one filled with
excitement, eagerness and boyish zeal, the
other harrassed by the sombre fear that a
grave disappointment was in store for him.
Through the glamour and the picturesqueness
of the adventure there always crept the uncon-
querable feeling that he was on a fool’s errand,
that he was committing a deed so weak and
brainless that it was sure to make him a ver-
itable laughing-stock when it became known.
After all, who was Miss Guggenslocker—
brewer, baker, gardener or sausage-maker,

Traveling, of course, was pleasant at this
time of the year, and the two Americans saw
much that interested them along the way.
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“Unless we jump the track, this train wiky
land us in the city we are looking for,’’ sai
Anguish, stretching out his legs comfortably —
“I'll admit it has been a tiresome journey —
and I'll be glad when we can step into a decenswr
hotel, have a rub, and feel like white men once==>=
more. I am beginning to feel like these dirty=a@®
Slavs and Huns we saw 'way back there.”’

‘‘There’s one thing certain,”’ said LoOITY .
looking out of the window. ‘‘The people an
the habitations are different and the whole==>¢
world seems changed since we left that station.. -#-
Look at those fellows on horseback over there.'™ =

“What did I tell you about brigands andE=—=>d
robbers!”’ exclaimed Anguish. ‘If those fel— —
lows are not bandits I'll lose faith in everys=lf
novel I ever read.””

The train rolled slowly past three mountediill
men whose steeds stood like statues upon as—
little knoll to the right of the track, men and -
beasts engaged in silent contemplation of the
cars. The men, picturesquely attired and
lovking fierce, carrying long rifles, certainly
bore an aspect that suggested the brigand.
When the guard entered the cariiage Anguish
asked in German for some information con-
cerning the riders.

*‘Dey’re frontier pohce-guards,

responded






114 GRAUSTARK

ever saw in your life. The town runs right up
the mountain to the tip-top where the monks
are—clear up in d’ clouds. Dey say it snows
up dere almost all d' time."’

Later on, from the loquacious guard, the two
Americans learned quite a good bit about the
country and city to which they were going.
His knowledge was somewhat limited along
certain lines, but quite clear as to others.

‘Dis Graustark, 's fer as I know, is eedera
sort o' state or somet’ing belongin’ to de
Umpire, governed by it's own rulers. Edel-
weiss is de capital, d’ big guns of d’ land lives
dere. I've walked out and saw d’ castle where
d’ Princess and d' royalty hangs out. D’
people speak a language of deir own, and 1
can’t get next to a t’'ing dey say. But once in
a while you find some guy dat talks French or
German. Dey’ve got a little standin’ army of
two t'ree t'ousand men an’ dey've got de
hottest uniforms you ever did see—red an’
black an’' gold. I don't see why d' United
States can’'t get up somethin’ foxy fer her
soldiers to wear. Had a war over here not
long ago, I understand—somethin’ like ten
or fifteen years ago. Dere’s another little
country up north of Graustark, and dey got
in a wrangle 'bout somethin’, and dey tell me
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ot
depot.’” The travelers looked at one another -

and smiled, Sitzky observing the action. .
“Oh " he said, pleasantly, ‘‘dere's a swell

joint uptown called d’ Regengetz. It's too»
steep fer me, but maybe you gents can stancB

it. 1f you'll hang around d’ depot fer a littlg
while after we get in I'll steer you up dere.’

‘“‘We'll make it worth your while, Sitzky,"™
said Lorry.

*‘Never mind dat, now. Americans ought tc——°
stick together, no matter where dey are.. =
We'll have a drink an’ 'at’s all, just to show» <V
we're fellow countrymen.’’

‘“We'll have several drinks, and we'll eat andE> 4
diink to-mght at the ‘swell joint’' you taliksl -k
about,” said Anguish.

‘‘We may drink dere, but I'll not eat dere.. =
Dey wouldn't let a railroad guard inside de=s¢
feedin’ pen. Why, nothin’ but royal guys eat#® -t
dere when dey're down town shoppin’ or ex—"
posin’ demselves to public gaze.”

True to his word, when they reached Edel——
weiss late that afternoon Sitzky, their friend —
of uncertain -origin, hurriedly finished his
work and joined the travelers in the station.
Lorry and Anguish were deeply interested in
all they saw, the strange people, the queer
buildings, the odd costumes and the air of
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formed police guard, and they realized that he
had been ejected from sacred precincts.

They promptly rescued him from the officer,-
who bowed and strode away as soon as thef
interceded.

*‘Dese fellers is slick enough to see you are
swells and I'm not,”’ said Sitzky, not a bit
annoyed by his encounter. ‘‘I'll bet my head
'at inside ten minutes old Dangloss will know
who you are, where you come from an’ what
you're doin’ here.”’

*“I'll bet fifty heads he won’t find out what
we're doing here,’’ grinned Anguish, looking
at Lorry. ‘“‘Well, let's hunt up the thirst de-
partment.”’

They found the little apartment in which
drinks were served at tables, and before they
said good-by to Sitzky in- front of the hotel, a
half hour later, that worthy was in exceed-
ing good humor and very much flushed in Lthe
face. He said he would be back in two days,
and if they needed him for any purpose what-
ever, they could reach him by a nole at the
railway station,”’

*‘Funny how you run across an American in
every nook and corner of the world,” mused
Lorry, as they watched the stocky ex-man-o’-
warsman stroll off towards his hotel.
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hall was spacious and beautiful, a mixture of
the oriental and the medieval, It rapidly
filled.

““Who the dickens can all these people bel
They look well,” Anguish whispered, as if h&
feared their nearest neighbors might under—
stand his English. )

“They are unquestionably of the class im==®
which we must expect to find the Guggen —
slockers.”

Before the meal was over the two strangerss="°
saw that they were attracting a great deal of— -f
attention from the other guests of the house ="
The women, as well as the men, were eyeing=:t
them and commenting quite freely, it was easys@®_)
to see. These two handsome, smooth-facedE=>¢
young Americans were as men from anothers =
world, so utterly unlike their companions were="
they in personal appearance. They were taller, &~
broader and more powerfully built than thee=>'
swarthy-faced men about them, and it was nos—
wonder that the women allowed admiration to=se—*
show in their eyes. Toward the end of the===
dinner several officers came in, and the==>
Americans took particular pains to study them. —
They were cleanly-built fellows, about medium —
height, wiry and active. As a class, the men
appeared to average five feet seven inches in
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said Anguish, as they sat down at one of the
tables in the garden.

*I guess Americans are rare." .

“I've found one fellow who can speak Ger- "~
man and French, and not one, except our guard
who can talk English. That clerk talks Ger-
man fairly well. I never heard such a lan-
guage as these other people use. Say, old
man, we'd better make inquity about our
friends to-night. That clerk probably won't
be on duty to-morrow.’’

*“We'll ask him before we go to bed,’’ agreed
Lorry, and upon leaving the brilliantly lighted
garden they sought the landlord and asked
if he could tell them where Caspar Guggen-
slocker lived. He looked politely incredulous
and thoughtful, and then, with profound
regret, assured them he had never heard the
name. He said he had lived in Edelweiss all
his life, and knew everybody of c¢onsequence in
the town.

‘‘Surely there must be such people here,”’
cried Lorry, almost appealingly He felt dis-
heartened and cheated. Anguish was biting
his lips.

*‘Oh, possibly among the poorer classes. If
I were you, sir, I should call on Captain Dan-
gloss, the Chief of Police. He knows every
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soul in Edelweiss. I am positive I have never
heard the name. You will find the Captain at
the Tower to-morrow morning."’
The two Americans went to bed, one so dis-
rmnayed by his disappointment that he could not
~dleep for hours.



VIIL

THE LADY IN THE CARRIAGE

They slept rather late in the morning, fir =t
because they were very much fatigued afte*
their long journey, second for the reason thas-t
they had been unable to woo slumber unt=l
long past midnight. Anguish stretched him -~
self lazily in bed when he heard Lorry’s voice=>
from the adjoining room.

‘I suppose we are to consult the police irs
order to get a clue to your charmer,’’ he
yawned. ‘‘Nice friends you pick up on rail-
way journeys. I'd be ashamed.”

‘““Well, Harry, I'll confess I'm disgusted,
This has been the most idiotic thing I've ever
done, and if you say the word we’ll get out of
here on the first train—freight or passenger.
The Guggenslockers—pigs——"' Mr. Lorry
was savage

“Not a bit of it, my boy, not a bit of it.
We’ll make a house-to-house canvass if the
police fail us. Cheer up, cheer up!”’

**You go to thunder!”

‘““Hold on! Don't talk like that, or I'll go
126
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*“I forgot about the confounded language,
But if he’s real he can talk Irish.”’ Lorry
told him he wasn't funny.

“‘Is this His Excellency, Baron Dangloss?"”
asked Anguish, stepping into a small room and
stopping suddenly in the presence of the short,
fierce man they had seen the day before. The
American spoke in French.

¢‘It is, gentlemen. Of what service can I be
to Messieurs Lorry and Anguish?’’ responded
the grim little Chief, politely rising from beside
his desk. The visitors looked at one another
in surprise.

¢‘If he knows our names on such short notice,
he’ll certainly know the Guggenslockers,’’
said Anguish to his friend, in English.

‘‘Ah, you are looking for some one named
Guggenslocker?”’ asked the Chief, smiling
broadly and speaking excellent English.
““You must not be surprised, gentlemen. I
speak many languages. I heard last night that
you were inquiring about one Caspar Guggen-
.slocker, and I have racked my brain, searched
my books, questioned my officers, and I am
sorry to inform you that there is no such
person in Edelweiss.”’

“I was so well assured of it, Baron Dan-
gloss,’’ Lorry said.
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interested, and, when at last Lorry came to the
description of the strange trio, he gave a sud-
den start, exposed a queer little smile for a
second or so, and then was as sphynxlike as
before. The ever-vigilant Anguish observed
the involuntary start and smile, quick as the
Chief had been to recover himself, and felt a
thrill of triumph. To his anger and im-
patience, however, the old officer calmly shook
his head at the end of the narrative, and
announced that he was as much in the dark as
ever.

‘‘Well, we'll search awhile for ourselves,*’
declared Anguish,stubbornly, not at all satisfied.

““You will be wasting your time,"” said the
Chief, meaningly.

‘‘We’'ve plenty to waste,”” retorted the
other.

After a few moments they departed, Baron
Dangloss accompanying them to the gate and
assuring them that he and his men always
would be at their command. His nation ad-
mired the American people, he warmly declared.

‘“That old codger knows our people, and I'll
bet a thousand on it,” said Harry, angrily,
when they had gone some little distance down
the street. Then he told of the queer exposure
Dangloss had unwittingly made. Lorry,
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Wherever the tall, distinguished Americans
walked they formed the center of observation,
and were the cause of comment that bore un-
mistakable signs of admiration. They bowed
pleasantly to many of those who passed them,
and received in return gracious and profound
recognition. Military men saluted courte-
ously; the women stared modestly and pret-
tily—perhaps covetously; the merchants and
citizens in general bowed and smiled a welcome
that could not have been heartier. The stran-
gers remarked the absence of vehicles on the
main streets. There were pack mules and.
horses, human carriers—both male and female
—but during the entire morning they saw not
more than six or eight carriages. Vehicles were
used solely by the quality and as a means of
transportation for their persons only. Every-
body, with the few exceptions mentioned,
walked or rode horseback. The two friends
were delighted with the place, and Anguish
advocated a sojourn of several weeks, even
though they did not find the Guggenslockers,
his object being to secure photographs and
sketches of the picturesque people and the
strange scenery, and to idle away some hours
upon the glittering boulevards. Grenfall, since
he was in the project so deeply, was so nearly
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carriage—on this side!"’ His voice was hoarse
and trembling.

‘‘Miss Gug—Guggenslocker?” cried Anguish.

““Yes! Yes!”” They had stopped and Lorry
was grasping a garden wall with one hand.

‘“Then it’s funny nobody knows the name
here. She seems to be someone of conse-
quence. Good heaven, I don’t blame you!
She’s the most beautiful-——""

By this time the .carriage was almost oppo-
site and within forty feet of where they stood.
The ladies, Miss Guggenslocker’s companion
as young and almost as beautiful as herself,
had not observed the agitated two, but Lorry’s
face was beaming, his hat was off, and he was
ready to spring to the carriage side at a mo-
ment’s warning. Then the young girl at the
side of the woman whose beauty had drawn a
man half around the world saw the tall
strangers, and called her companion's atten-
tion to them. Once more Grenfall Lorry and
Miss Guggenslocker were looking into each
other’s eyes.

The lady started violently, her eyes grew
wide, her lips parted, and her body was bent
forward eagerly, a little gloved hand grasping
the side of the open carriage. Her ‘‘ideal
American’’ was bowing low, as was the tall
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*‘Oh, you dear old fool!’’ said Anguish.

The two stood looking after the carriage>
until it turned into a side street, half way down
the shady stretch toward the castle. They saw
her companion glance back, but could not tell
whether she did or not. Lorry looked uneas-
ily at Anguish, and the latter read his thought.

‘“You are wondering about the Guggen-
slocker name, eh? I'll tell you what I've
worked out during the past two minutes, Her
name is no more Guggenslocker than mine
is. She and the uncle used that name as a
blind. Mark my words, she’s quality over
here; that’s all there is about it. Now, we
must find out just who she really is. Here
comes a smart-looking soldier chap. Let's ask
him, providing we can make him understand.’’

A young soldier approached, leisurely twirl-
ing a cane, for he was without his side arms.
Anguish accosted him in" French and then in
German. He understood the latter and was
very polite.

““Who was the young lady in the carriage
that just passed?’’ asked Lorry, eagerly.

The face of the soldier flushed and then
grew pale with anger.

‘‘Hold on! Ibeg pardon, but we are strang-
ers and don’t quite understand your ways. I
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scarecrow. Sheis rather a beauty,too. Greatest
town for pretty women I ever struck. Vienna
is out of it entirely."’

They strolled on to the hotel, discussing —=
the encounter in all its exhilarating details, —
Scarcely had they seated themselves on the ==
piazza, after partaking of a light luncheon, .« -
when a man came galloping up to the walk in_s—®
front of the hotel. Throwing his bridle rein sc—sm
to a guard, he hastened to the piazza. Hisae= it
attire was that of a groom and something about=—8 8!
him reminded them of the footman who sat—8r-si
beside the driver of the carriage they had seen sc—sn
a short time before. He came straight tos—0
where the Americans sat smoking and, bowing===='
low, held before them an envelope. The===
address was ‘‘Grenfall Lorry Esq™,’”’ but the==
man was in doubt as to which was he.

Lorry grasped the envelope, tore it open,
and drew forth a daintily written note. Itreads

‘*My Dear Mr. Lorry:

*‘I was very much surprised to see you this ~
morning—I may add that I was delighted. If
you will accompany this messenger when he
calls for you at three o’clock to-morrow after-
noon, he will conduct you to my home, where
I shall truly be charmed to see you again.
Will you bring your friend?

**SoPHIA GUGGENSLOCKER.'' i
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*‘She didn't wait long to write to you, 1
notice. Is it possible she is suffering from the
effects of those three days on the other side of
the Atlantic> Come to think of it, she blushed
when she saw you this morning,’’ said Anguish.
Lorry handed him her note, which he read and
then solemnly shook hands with its recipient.
‘‘Congratulations. I am a very far-sighted
young man, having lived in Paris.**
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instructed him to extend every courtesy pos-
sible to an American citizen. It was then that
Anguish asked if he might be permitted to use
his camera. There was an instant and empha-
tic refusal, and they were told that the pass
would be rescinded if they did not leave the
camera outside the gates. Reluctantly An.
guish deposited his luckless box in the stew-
ard’s office, and they passed into the broad
avenue which led towards the palace.

A guard, who served also as a guide, stepped
to their side before they had taken ten paces.
Where he came from they never knew, so in-
stantaneous was his appearance. He remained
with them during the two hours spent in the
wonderful park.

The palace stood in the northwestern part of
the grounds, possibly a half mile from the
base of the mountain. Its front faced the
mountain side. The visitors were not permit-
ted to go closer than a quarter of a mile from the
structure, but attained a position from which
it could be seen in all its massive, ancient
splendor. Anguish, who had sturlied churches
and old structures, painted the castles on the.
Rhine, and was something of a connoisseur in
architecture, was of the opinion that it had
been standing for more than five hundred
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territory. When they had completed their
tour of inspection their guide rapidly led the
way to the wall that encircled the grounds,
reaching it at a point not far from the castle
itself. Here was situated another large gate,
through which they did not pass. Instead,
they ascended come steps and came out upon
the high wall. The top of this wall was sev-
eral feet wide, and walking was comparatively
safe. They soon understood the guide’s design.
The object was to walk along this wall until
they reached the main gate. Why this pecul-
iar course was to be taken they could not
imagine at first. Anguish’s fertile brain came
to the rescue. He saw a number of women in
a distant part of the grounds, and, remember-
ing their guide’s haste in conducting them to
the wall, rightly conjectured that it was against
custom for visitors to meet and gaze upon
members of the royal household. The men
and women, none of whom could be plainly
distinguished from the far-away wall, were
undoubtedly a part of the castle’s family, and
were not to be subjected to the curious gaze
of sightseers.. Perhaps Her Royal Highness, the
Princess of Graustark, was among them.

They reached the main gate and descended,
Anguish securing his camera, after which they
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robes were baggy trousers and blouses among
the men, short skirts among the women. All
wore low boots and a sort of turban. These
costumes, of course, were confined to the
native civilians. At the hotel the garb of the
aristocrats was vastly different. The women
were gowned after the latest Viennese pat-
terns, and the men, except those of the
army, wore clothes almost as smart as those
which covered the Americans. Miss Guggen-
slocker—or whatever her name might be—and
her carriage companion were as exquisitely
gowned as any women to be seen on the boule-
vards or in Hyde Park of an afternoon.

It was late in the afternoon when they re-
turned to the hotel. After dinner, during
which they were again objects of interest,
they strolled off towards the castle, smoking
their cigars and enjoying the glorious air.
Being a stranger in a strange land, Lorry acted
on the romantic painter’s advice and also
stuck a revolver in his pocket. He laughed at
the suggestion that there might be use for the
weapon in such a quiet, model, well-regulated
town, but Anguish insisted:

‘“I've seen a lot of these fellows around town
who look like genuine brigands and cut-
throats, and I think it just as well that we be
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prepared,’’ asserted he, positively, and his
friend gratified what he called a whim.

At ten o’clock the slender moon dropped
behind the mountain, and the valley, which
had been touched with its tender light, grad-
ually took on the somberness and stillness
of a star-lit night. The town slumbered at
<€leven, and there were few lights to be
seen in the streets or in the houses. Here
and there strolled the white-uniformed police
guards; occasionally soldiers hurried barracks-"
~ward; now and then belated citizens moved
<through the dense shadows on the sidewalks,
“but the Americans saw still life in its reality.
Returning from their stroll beside the castle-
“walls, far to the west of where they had en-
“tered the grounds that afternoon, they paused
in the middle of Castle Avenue, near the main
gate, and Jooked down the dark, deserted
street. Far away could be seen the faint glare
from their hotel; one or two street-lamps
burned in the business part of the city; aside
from these evidences of life there was nothing
but darkness, silence, peacefulness about them
everywhere.

‘“Think of Paris or New York at eleven
o'clock,” said Lorry, a trifle awed by the
solitude of the sleeping city.
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‘‘It's as dead as a piece of prairie-land,**
said his.friend. *‘’Gad, it makes me sleepy
to look down that street, It's a mile to
the hotel, too, Lorry. We'd better move
along.””

“Let’s lie down near the hedge, smoke
another cigar and wait till midnight. It is too
glorious a night to be lost in sleep,’’ urged
Lorry, whose heart was light over the joys of
the day to come. ‘I can dream just as well
here, looking at that dark old castle with
its one little tower-light, as I could if I
tried to sleep in a hard bed down at the
hotel.” _

Anguish, who was more or less of a dreamer
himself, consented, and, after lighting fresh
cigars, they threw themselves on the soft, dry
grass near the tall hedge that fenced the
avenue as it neared the castle grounds. For
half an hour they talked by fits and starts;
long silences were common, broken only by
brief phrases which seemed so to disturb the
one to whom they were addressed that he
answered gruffly and not at all politely. Their
cigars, burnt to mere stubs, were thrown away,
and still the waking dreamers stretched them-
selves in the almost impenetrable shade of the
hedge, one thinking of the face he had seen,
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“But in that case we are to have ten thou
sand gavvos apiece for each year we lie it
prison. It’s fair pay—not only for our fail
ure, but for our silence,’’ said the other, whos«
English was more difficult to understand.

Anguish's fingers gripped Lorry’s leg, bu
there was no sound from either of the thor
oughly aroused dreamers. ‘A plot, as |
live,’’ thought each, with a thrill.

‘‘We must be careful to speak only in Eng
lish. There are not twenty people in Edelweis:
who understand it, but the night has ears. T
is the only safe tongue. Geddos speaks i
well. He should be here.”” It was the firs
speaker who uttered these words, little know
ing that he had listeners other than the man t«
whom he spoke.

A dark figure shot across the roadway, and,
almost before the Americans were aware of it,
the party numbered three.

*‘Ah, Geddos, you are punctual.”

*I have found it ever a virtue.’’ responde¢
the newcomer.

‘‘Have you secured your men?”

*I have, your——"'

“‘Sh! Call me Michael, on your life! They
are ready and willing to undertake the ven
ture?’’
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“Yes. Two to stand beneath the window
to receive the booty as we lower it to the
ground, one to stand guard at the west gate
and two to attend the carriage and horses in
the ravine beyond the castle.”’

‘“‘When did these men arrive?’’

‘“This morning. I kept them in my sister’s
home until an hour ago. They are now in
the ravine, awaiting Ostrom and myself. Are
you sure, Michael, that the guards and the
cook have been made to understand every
detail? The faintest slip will mean ruin.”’

*“They are to be trusted fully. Their pay is
to be high enough to make it an object to be
infallible. The guard, Dushan, will leave the
gate unwatched, and you will chloroform him
—with his consent, of course. You will enter,
as I have explained before, crawl along in the
dark shadow of the wall until you reach the
arbor that leads to the kitchen and scullery. .
Here another guard, Rabbo—known to Ostrom
as a comrade in Her Royal Highness's service
not more than a year ago—will be encountered.
He will be bound and gagged without the
least noise or struggle. Just as the clock
strikes two the cook will walk past the scullery
window, in the basement, thrice, carrying a
lighted candle. You will see this light
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“Remember, there is to be no failure. This
may mean death to you; certainly a long
prison term if you are apprehended. I know it
isadaring deed, but it is just of the kind that
succeeds. Who would dream that mortal man
could find the courage to steal a princess of
the realm from her bed and spirit her away
from under the very noses of her vaunted
guardsmen? It is the bold, the impossible
plan that wins."’

“We cannot fail if your men on the inside
do their work well,”” said Geddos, repeating
what Ostrom had said. ‘‘All depends on their
faithfulness. "

“They will not be found wanting. Your
cut-throats must be sent on to Caias with the
empty carriage after you have reached Gan-
look in safety. You will need them no more.
Ostrom will pay them, and they are to leave
the country as quickly as possible, At Caias
they will be able to join a pack-train that will
carry them to the Great Northern Railroad.
From there they will have no trouble in reach-
ing Vienna. You will explain to them, Ged-
dos. All we need them for, as you know, is to
prove by their mere presence in case of cap-

ture that the attempt was no more than a case
of burglary conceived by a band of Viennese
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robbers. There will be no danger of capture if
you once get her outside the walls. You can be
half way to Ganlook before she is missed from
the castle. Nor can she be found at Ganlook
if you follow the instructions I gave last
night. It is now nearly one o’clock, and in
half an hour the night will be as dark as
Erebus. Go, men; you have no more time to
lose, for this must be accomplished slowly,
carefully, deliberately. There must be no
haste until you are ready for the race to Gan-
look. Go, but for God’s sake, do not harm
her! And do not fail!” 7

‘‘Failure means more to us than to you,
Michael,’’ half whispered the hoarse Ostrom.

‘“‘Failure means everything to me! I must
have her!”

Already the two hirelings were moving off
toward the road thatran west of the castle
grounds. Michael watched them for a mo-
ment and then started swiftly in the direction
of the city. The watchers had not been able
to distinguish the faces of the conspirators, but
they could never forget the calm, cold voice of
Michael, with its quaint, jerky English.

‘‘What shall we do?”’ whispered Anguish
when the men were out of hearing.

‘“God knows!'’ answered Lorry. ‘This is
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friend's arm and his face was close to his ear.
*‘It is the grandest opportunity two human
beings ever had to distinguish themselves!”

‘‘Great heaven, man! We can't do sucha
thing!” gasped Anguish.

*It's the easiest thing in the world. Be-
sides, if we fail, we have nothing to lose, If
we succeed, see what we've done! Don't hesi-
tate, old man! Come on! Come on! We'll
take 'em ourselves, as sure as fate. Have you
no nerve? What kind of an American are
you? This chance won’'t come in ten life-
times! Good God, man, are we not equal to
those two scoundrels?’’

‘““Two? There are at least ten of them!"’

“You fool! The three guards are disposed
of in advance, two of the Viennese are left
with the horses, two are chucked off under
the princess’ window, and one stands at the
gate. We can slug the man at the gate, the
fellows under the window are harmless, and
that leaves but our two friends and the cook.
We have every advantage in the world. Can't
you see?”’

“You are right! Come on! I'll risk it with
you. We will save the Princess of Graustark!”

“Don’t you see it will be just as easy for us
to enter the castle as for these robbers? The
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who had gone before. At last they came to a
big gate and halted.

*‘Is this the gate?’’ whispered Anguish.

“Sh! Yes, I'm quite sure. We are un-
doubtedly near the castle, judging by the dis-
tance we have come. Let us cross the road
and lie directly opposite. Be careful!"’

Like panthers they stole across the road and
down a short, grassy embankment. At An-
guish’s suggestion Lorry wrapped his hand-
kerchief tightly about the heavy end of his
cane, preparing in that way to deaden the sound
of the blow that was to fall upon the Vienna
man’s head. Then they threw aside their
hats, buttoned their coats tightly, and sank
down to wait, with bounding hearts and tingling
nerves, the arrival of the abductors, mutely
praying that they were at the right gate.
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They knew nothing of the surroundings. I€
they failed, there was the danger of being shot-
by the guards before an explanation could be=
made. If they succeeded, it must be througlm—
sheer good fortune and not through prowess==
of mind or muscle. Once inside the castle,
how could they hope to follow the abductor===
at a safe distance and still avoid the danger—"
of being lost or of running into trusty guards™
The longer they lay there the more hazardous=s=
became the part they had so recklessly ven—
tured to play. In the heart of each there=
surged a growing desire to abandon the plan,
yet neither could bring himself to the point ofE
proposing the retreat from the inspired under—
taking. Both knew the sensible, judicious act
would be to alarm the guards and thus avoid
all possible chance of a fiasco. With misgiv-
ings and doubts in their hearts the two self-
appointed guardians of the Princess lay there
upon the grass, afraid to give up the project,
yet fearing the outcome.

*“The dickens will be to pay, Lorry, if they
dispose of this guard oz the inside and lock the
gate. Then how are we to follow?’ whis-
pered Anguish.

Lorry was thoughtful for a while. He felt
the chill of discouragement in his heart.
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one for yourself. Go first, Lorry,’”’ he whis.
pered.

Lorry stuck the revolver in his coat pocket
and gently slid through the window to the
floor below. His friend followed, and they
paused to listen. Taking Anguish by the
hand the other led the way straight to the spot
where he remembered seeing the door.

Boldly the two men began the breathless
ascent of the stonesteps. The top wasreached,
and far ahead, down a narrow hall, they saw the
three men and the dim light moving. Two of
them wore uniforms of guards. Keeping close
to the wall their followers crept after them. Up
another flight of steps they went, and then
through a spacious hall. The Americans had
no time and no desire to inspect their surround-
ings. The wide doors at the far side of the
room opened softly, and here the trio paused.
Down a great marble hallway a dim red light
shed its soft glow. It came from the lamp at
the foot of the broad staircase.

The cook pointed to the steps, and then gave
his thumb a jerk toward the left. Without the
least sign of fear Geddos and Ostrom glided
into the hall and made for the staircase. The
watchers could not but feel a thrill of admira-
tion for these daring wretches. But now a
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Lorry was off across the marble floor, headed
for the stairway, and Anguish was left in
charge of the cook, of whom he was to make
short work. Now came the desperate, uncer-
tain part of the transaction. Suppose he were
to meet the two conspirators at the head of
the stairs, or in the hall, or that the other trai-
tor, Dannox, should appear to frustrate all.
It was the most trying moment in the whole
life of the reckless Lorry.

When near the top of the steps he hugged
the high balustrade and cautiously peered
ahead. He found himself looking down a
long hall, at the far end of which, to his right,
a dim light was burning. There was no
sound and there was no sign of the two men,
either to the right or to the left. His heart
felt like lead! They evidently had entered
the Princess’s room! How was he to find that
room? Slowly he wriggled across the broad,
dark hall, straightening up in the shadow of a
great post. From this point he edged along
the wall for a distance of ten or twelve feet to
the left. A sound came from farther down the
" hall, and he imagined he heard some one ap-
proaching.

His hand came in contact with a heavy
hanging or tapestry, and he quickly squirmed
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now in the room of the Countess Dagmar.
Next door! Next door! Even now the dar-
ing Geddos and Ostrom were crawling towards
the bed of the ruler of Graustark, not twenty
feet away. His first impulse was to cross and
open the door leading to the next room, sur-
mising that it would be unlocked, but he re-
membered Anguish, who was doubtless, by
this time, stealing up the stairs. They must
not be separated, for it would require two
steady, cool heads to deal with the villains.
It was not one man’s work., As he turned to
leave the room he thought how wonderfully
well they had succeeded in the delicate enter-
prise so far.

His knees struck the door, and there was a
dull thump, not loud in reality, but like the
report of a gun to him. A sudden rustle in
the darkness of the room and then a sleepy
voice, soft and quick, as of a woman awaken-
ing with a start.

‘“Who is it?"’

His heart ceased beating, his body grew stiff
and immovable. Again the voice, a touch of
alarm in it now:

‘‘Is that you, Dannox?"’

She spoke in German, and the voice came
from somewhere in front and to his right. He
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could not answer, could not move. The pa-
ralysis of indecision was upon him.
‘‘How is it that the outer door is open?’” *
This time there was something like a repri-
mand in the tones, still low. He almost could
see the wide-open, searching eyes,
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There could be no further hesitation. Some-
thing must be done and instantly. He gently -
closed the door before answering the third
question, In his nervousness he spoke in
English, advancing to the middle of the room.
Impossible to see the woman to whom he
hissed this alarming threat—he only could
speculate as to its effect:

*“If you utter a sound, madam, I shall kill
you. Be calm, and allow me to explain my
presence here!"’

He expected her to shriek, forgetting that
she might not understand his words. Instead.
there was a deathly silence. Had she swooned?
His heart was leaping with hope. But she
spoke softly again, tremulously, and in Eng-
lish:

*“You will find my jewels on the dressing
table. Take them and go. You will not hurt
me?”

“I am not here to do you injury, but to
8erve your Princess,”’ whispered the man. *‘For

174
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‘““Keep away! Please! Please!’® she
sobbed.

‘‘Take the pistol! Be calm, and in heaven’s
name help me to save her. Those wretches
may have killed her already!”’

The revolver dropped upon the clothes. He
was bending eagerly over, holding the curtains
back.

“My friend is in the hall. We have traced
the men to the Princess’s door, I think. My
God, be quick! Do you wish to see her stolen
from under your eyes?’’

“You are now in the Princess’'s room,’’
answered the voice from the bed, calmer and
with some alacrity. *‘Is this true that you tell
me?”’

‘“As God is my witness! And you—you—
are you the Princess?’’ gasped the man, draw-
ing back. ,

“I am. Where is Dannox?’ She was sit-
ting bolt upright in the bed, the pistol in her
trembling fingers.

‘‘He is one of the conspirators. One of the
cooks and two other guards are in the plot.
Can you trust me enough to leave your bed and
hide in another part of the room? The scoun-
drels have mistaken the door, but they may be
here at any moment. You must be quick!
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there like a—like a—pardon me, I won’t say
it -

‘I trust you fully. ShallIalarm the guard?”
she whispered, recovering her self-possession.

‘‘By no means! I want to catch those devils
myself. Afterwards we can alarm the
guards!”’

‘‘An ideal American!" she surprised him by
saying. ‘‘Follow me!” :

She led him to the doorway. ‘‘Stand here,
and I will call the Countess. At this side,
where it is dark.”’

She opened the door gently and stood in the
light for a second. He saw before him a grace-
ful figure in trailing white, and then he saw
her face. She was Miss Guggenslocker!

““My God!” he hoarsely gasped, staggering
toward her. ‘“You! You! The Princess?”

‘“Yes, I am the Princess,’”’ she whispered,
smiling as she glided away from his side. His
eyes went round in his head, his legs seemed
to be anywhere but beneath him, he felt as
though he were rushing toward the ceiling.
For the moment he was actually unconscious.
Then his senses rushed back, recalling his mis-
sion and his danger.

‘‘She is sleeping so soundly that I rear to
awaken her,” whispered a soft voice at his






180 * GRAUSTARK

He shivered beneath its gentle weight.
Another form followed the first, pausing in the
light to look toward their doorway. The ab-
ductor was doubtless remembering the instruc-
tions to chloroform the Countess. Then came
the odor of chloroform. Oh, if Anguish were
only there!

The second figure was lost in the darkness
and a faint glow of light came from the can-
opied bed in the corner. The chloroformer
holding the curtains had turned his screen-
lantern toward the pillow in order to apply
the dampened cloth. Now was the time to act!

Pushing the Princess behind the curtain and
in the shelter of the door-post, Lorry leaped
toward the center of the room, a pistol in each
hand. Before him crouched the astonished
desperadoes.

*If you move you are dead men!’’ said he,
in slow decided tones. ‘‘Here, Harry!" he
shouted. ‘‘Scoundrels, you are trapped! Throw
up your hands!”’

Suddenly the room was a blaze of light;
flashing candles, lamps, sprung into life from
the walls, while a great chandelier above his
head dazzled him with its unexpected glare.

‘‘Hell!"" he shouted, half throwing his hands
to his eyes. ’
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dull, whirring sound in his ears, and his eyes
had a glaze over them that was slow in wear-
ing off. There were persons in the room. He
could see them moving about and could hear
them talking. As his eyes tried to take in the
strange surroundings, a hand was lifted from
his forehead and a soft, dream-like voice said:

‘“He is recovering, Mr. Anguish. See, his
eyes are open! Do you know me, Mr, Lorry?”’

The unsteady eyes wandered wuntil they
fell upon the face near his pillow. A
brighter gleam came into them, and there was
a ray of returning intelligence. He tried to
speak, but could only move his lips. As he
remembered het, she was in white, and he was
puzzled now to see her in a garment of some
dark material, suggestive of the night or the
green of a shady hillside. There was the odor
of roses and violets and carnations. Then he
looked for the fatal, fearful, glaring chandelier.
It was gone. The room was becoming lighter
and lighter as his eyes grew stronger, but it
was through a window near where he lay. So
it was daylight! Where was he?

‘““How do you feel, old man?’’ asked a famil-
iar voice. A man sat down beside him on the
couch or bed, and a big hand grasped his own.
Still he could not answer.
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confident that we were there to rob. In
twenty minutes he had a squad of officers at
the gate, the chief trailing along behind. They
found the pile of tools we had left there, and
later the other chap in the arbor. A couple
of guards came charging up to learn the cause
of the commotion, and the whole crew sailed
into the castle, arriving just in time. Well,
just as soon as I had told them the full story
of the plot, old Caspar, the chief and the cap-
tain held a short consultation, the result of
which I can tell in mighty few words. At six
o’clock they took the whole gang of prisoners
down in the ravine and shot them. The
mounted guards are still looking for the two
Viennese who were left with the carriage.
They escaped. About an hour after you were
hurt you were carried over here and laid on
this couch. I want to tell you, Mr. Lorry,
you are the most interesting object that ever
found its way into a royal household. They
have been hanging over you as if you were
a new-born baby, and everybody’s charmed
because you are a boy and are going to live.
As an adventure this has been a record-breaker,
my son! We are cocks of the walk!”’

Lorry wassmiling faintly over his enthusiasm.

*You are the real hero, Harry. You saved
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‘“What was there to confess?”’ asked the
Count, taking Lorry’s hand kindly. ‘‘They
were caught in the act. My dear sir, they
were not even tried.”

“I thought your police chief was such a
shrewd man,’’ cried Lorry, angrily.

‘““What's that?’’ asked a gruff voice, and
Baron Dangloss was a member of the party,
red and panting.

*‘Don’t you know you should not have killed
those men?’’ demanded Lorry. They sur-
veyed him in amazement, except Anguish,
who had buried his face in his hands de-
jectedly.

*‘And, sir, I'd like to know why not?’’ blus-
tered Dangloss.

‘‘And, sir, I'd like to know, since you have
shot the only beings on earth who knew the
man that hired them, how in the name of your
alleged justice you are going to apprehend
him?’’ said Lorry, sinking back to his pillow,
exhausted.

No reserve could ‘hide the consternation,
embarrassment and shame that overwhelmed
a very worthy but very impetuous nobleman,
Baron Jasto Dangloss, chief of police in Edel-
weiss. He could only sputter his excuses and
withdraw, swearing to catch the arch-conspir-
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States. He explained the necessity for travel-
ing incognito at that time. After which the
Count entered a plea for Her Royal Highness,
who had expressed contrition and wished to be
absolved.
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grounds after assuring himself that his charge
was asleep, so there was no one in the room
when he awakened from a sickening dream to
shudder alone over its memory. A cool breeze
from an open window fanned his head kindly;
a bright sun gleamed across the trees, turning
them into gold and purple and red and green;
a quiet repose was in all that touched him out-
wardly; inwardly there was burning turmoil.
He turned on his side and curiously felt the
bandages about his head. They were tight
and smooth, and he knew they were perfectly
white. How lonely those bandages made him
feel, away off there in Graustark!

The door to his room opened softly, but he
did not turn, thinking it was Anguish—always
Anguish—and not the one he most desired
to——

‘‘Her Royal Highness,’’ announced a maid,
and then:

‘““May I come in?"’ asked a voice that went
to his troubled soul like a cooling draught to
the fevered throat. He turned toward her
instantly, all the irritation, all the uneasiness,
all the loneliness vanishing like mist before
the sun. Behind her was a lady-in-waiting.

*‘I cannot deny the request of a princess,”’
he responded, smiling gaily. He held forth
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“You must not tell me that you came to see
me.”

“But I did come to see yox and not Her
Royal Highness the Princess Yetive of Grau-
stark. How was I to know?’’ he cried impul-
sively.

*‘But you are no longer ignorant,’’ she said,
looking from the window.

“I thought you said you were a mere
woman!"’

*“I am—and that is the trouble!’’ she said,
slowly turning her eyes back to him. Then
she abruptly sank to the window seat near his
head. ‘‘Thatis the trouble, I say. A woman
is a woman, although she be a princess. Don’t
you understand why you must not say such
things to me?”’ ’

‘‘Because you are a princess,” he said, bit-
terly.

““No; because I am a woman. As a woman
I want to hear them, as a princess I cannot.
Now, have I made you understand? Have I
been bold enough?’ Her face was burning.

*“You—you don’t mean that you——"" he
half whispered, drawing himself toward her,
his face glowing.

‘“Ach! What have I said?"’

*“You have said enough to drive me mad
with desire for more,’”” he cried, seizing her
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I came over here to say, and then you can go
back to your throne and your royal reserve,
and I can go back to the land from which you
drew me. I came because I love you. Is not
that enough to drag a man to the end of the
world? I came to marry you if I could, for
you were Miss Guggenslocker to me. Then
you were within my reach, but not now! I
can only Jove a princess!"’ He stopped because
she had dropped to the couch beside him, her
serious face turned appealingly to his, her fin-
gers clasping his hands fiercely.

“I forbid you to continue—I forbid you!
Do you hear? I, too, have thought and
dreamed of you, and I have prayed that you
might come. But you must not tell me that
you love me—you s/kall not!"’

“I only want to know that you love me,”’ he
whispered.

Do you think I can tell you the truth?” she
cried. ‘‘I do »o¢ love you!”’

Before he had fairly grasped the 1mporta.nce
of the contradictory sentences, she left his side
and stood in the window, her breast heaving
and her face flaming.

‘“Then I am to believe you do,’’ he groaned,
after a moment. ‘‘I find a princess and lose
a woman!”’
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The appeal was so earnest, so noble that
honor swelled in his heart and came from his
lips in this promise:

‘‘You may trust me, your Highness. Your
secret is worth a thousand-fold more than
mine. It is sacred with me. The joy of my
life has ended, but the happiness of knowing
the truth will never die. I shall remember
that you love me—yes, I know you do,—and I
shall never forget to love you. I will not
promise that I shall never speak of it again to
you. As ]I lie here, there comes to me a cour-
age I did not know I could feel."’

*‘No, no!"" she cried, vehemently.

“Forgive me! You can at least let me say
that as long as I live I may cherish and encour-
age the little hope that all is not dead. Your
Highness, let me say that my family never
knows when it is defeated, either in love or in
war."’

‘“The walls which surround the heart of a
princess are black and grim, impenetrable
when she defends it, my boasting American,"’
she said, smiling sadly.

‘“Yet some prince of the realm will batter
down the wall and win at a single blow that
which a mere man could not conquer in ten
lifetimes. Such is the world.”’
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**I misunderstood you, your highness. Ire—
membered the engagement, but it seemsI wass
mistaken as to the time. I came at three ir=
the morning!”’

*“And found me at home!"’

“In an impregnable castle, with ogres all
about,’’
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‘‘Oh, pertectly natural conversation, you

know,'’ explained Anguish, composedly. *‘She
began it by asking me if I were married, and
I said I wasn't even engaged. Then I asked
her if she were married. You see, from the
title, you can't tell whether a countess is mar-
ried or single. She said she wasn’t, and I
»promptly and very properly expressed my
amazement. By Jove, she has a will and a
mind of her own, that young woman has. She’s
not going to marry until she finds a man of
the right sort—which is refreshing. I like to
hear a girl talk like that, especially a pretty girl
who can deal in princes, counts and all kinds
of nobility when it comes to a matrimonial
trade. By Jove, I'm sorry for the Princess,
though.”

‘‘Sorry for the Princess? Why?'’ asked the
other, alert at once.

‘‘Oh, just because it's not in her power to
be so independent. The Countess says she
cries every night when she thinks of what the
poor girl has to contend with."’

‘‘Tell me about it."”’

“I don’t know anything to tell. I'm not
interested in the Princess, and I didn’t have
the nerve to ask many questions. I do know,
however, that she is going to have an unpleas.
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There was a rap at the door and Anguish
hastened to open it. A servant presented
Count Halfort’s compliments and begged leave
to call.

‘‘Shall we see the old boy?’’ asked Harry.

*‘Yes, yes,”’ responded the other. The serv-
ant understood the sign made by Anguish
and disappeared. ‘‘Diplomatic call, I sus-
pect.”’

‘‘He is the prime minister, I understand.
Well, we'll diplome with him until bed-time,
if he cares to stay. I'm getting rather accus-
tomed to the nobility. They are not so bad,
after all. Friendly and all that Ah,
good evening, your excellency! We are hon-
ored.”

The Count had entered the room and was
advancing toward the couch, tall, easy and the
personification of cordiality.

““I could not retire until I had satisfied my-
self as to Mr. Lorry’s condition and his com-
fort,” said he, in his broken English. He
seated himself near the couch and bent sharp,
anxious eyes on the recumbent figure.

‘‘Oh, he's all right,”” volunteered Anguish,
readily. ‘‘Be able to go into battle again to-
morrow."”’

‘‘That is the way with you aggressive Amer-
icans, I am told. They never give up until
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*It is not in our treasury. Our people have
been taxed so sorely in rebuilding their homes
and in recuperating from the effect of that
dreadful invasion that they have been unable
to pay the levies. You must remember that
we are a small nation and of limited resources.
Your mnation could secure $30,000,000 in
one hour for the mere asking. To us it is
like a death blow. I am not betraying a state
secret in telling you of the sore straits in
which we are placed, for every man in the
nation has been made cognizant of the true
conditions. We are all facing it together."’

There was something so quietly heroic in his
manner that both men felt pity. Anguish,
looking at the military figure, asked:

*“You fought through the war, your excel-
lency?”’

“I resigned as minister, sir, to go to the
front. I was in the first battle and I was in
the last,”’ he said, simply.

“And the Princess,—the present ruler, I
mean,—was a mere child at that time. When
did she succeed to the throne?’’ asked Lorry.

*‘Oh, the great world does not remember our
little history! Within a year after the death
of Prince Ganlook, his wife, my sister, passed
away, dying of a broken heart. Her daughter,
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base, heartless hope that you have guessed.
It hurts me to be accused of it though, so don’t
do it again, old man. I'll put away the miser-
able hope, if I can, and I'll pray God that she
may find a way out of the difficulty.”’

They went to sleep that night, Anguish at
once, Lorry not for hours, harboring a deter-
mination to learn more about the condition of
affairs touching the people of Graustark and
the heart of their Princess,
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Princess abhorred Gabriel. Of the two,
Lorenz was much to be preferred. Gabriel
flew into a rage upon the receipt of this re-
buff, and openly avowed his intention to make
her suffer. His infatuation became a mania,
and, up to the very day on which the Countess
told the story, he persisted in his appeals to
the Princess. In person he had gone to her
to plead his suit, on his knees, grovelling at
her feet. He went so far as to exclaim madly
in the presence of the alarmed but relentless
object of his love that he would win her or
turn the whole earth into everything un-
pleasant.

So it was that the Princess of Graustark,
erstwhile Miss Guggenslocker, was being
dragged through the most unhappy affairs that
ever beset a sovereign. Within a month she
was to sign away two-thirds of her domain,
transforming multitudes of her beloved and
loving people into subjects of the hated
Axphain, or to sell herself, body and soul, to
a loathsome bidder in the guise of a suitor.
And, with all this confronting her, she had
come to the realization of a truth so sad and
distracting that it was breaking her tortured
heart., She was in love—but with no royal
prince! Of this, however, the Countess knew
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weighing his reply. She sat close beside him,
her clear gray eyes reading him like a book.

“I came to see a Miss Guggenslocker,’’ he
answered at last.

“‘For what purpose? There must have been
an urgent cause to bring you so far. You are
not an American banker?’’

‘I had intended to ask her to be my wife,"”
he said, knowing that secrecy was useless and
seeing a faint hope.

*“You did not find Miss Guggenslocker."*’

*‘No. I have not found her.”

**And are you going home disappointed, Mr.
Lorry, because she is not here?"’

‘I leave the answer to your tender imagina-
tion.”

There was a long pause.

‘“May I ask when you expect to leave Grau-
stark?’’ she asked, somewhat timidly.

“Why do you wish to know?” he asked in
turn. )

‘‘Because I know how hopeless your quest
has been. You have found Miss Guggen-
slocker, but she is held behind a wall so strong
and impregnable that you cannot reach her
with the question you came to ask. You have
come to that wall, and now you must turn
back. I have asked, how soon?"’
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wreck here; is there to be a life-saver? When
the night is darkest, the sea wildest, when
hope is gone, is not that the time when rescue
is most precious? Tell me, you who know all
there is of this approaching disaster?’’

*‘I cannot command you to leave Edelweiss;
I can only tell you that you will have some-
thing to answer for if you stay,’’ said the
Countess. :

“Will you help me if I show to you that I
can reach the wreck and save the one who
clings to it despairingly?’’ he asked, smiling,
suddenly calm and confident.

*‘Willingly, for I love the one who is going
down in the sea. I have spoken to you seri-
ously, though, and I trust you will not mis-
understand me. I like you and I like Mr.
Anguish. You could stay here forever so far
as I am concerned.”’

He thought long and intently over what she
had said as he smoked his cigar on the great
balcony that night. In his heart he knew he
was adding horror, but that persistent hope of
the life-saver came up fresh and strong to com-
bat the argument. He saw, in one moment,
the vast chasm between the man and the prin-
cess; in the next, he laughed at the puny

space.
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Closeted again, no doubt, with her ministers,
wearying her tired brain, her brave heart into
fatigue without rest.

Her court still trembled with the excitement
of the daring attempt of the abductors and
their swift punishment. Functionaries flocked
to Edelweiss to inquire after the welfare of
the Princess, and indignation was at the high-
est pitch. There were theories innumerable as
. to the identity of the arch-conspirator. Baron
Dangloss was at seacompletely. He cursed him-
self and everybody else for the hasty and ill-
timed execution of the hirelings. It was quite
evident that the buzzing wonder and intense
feeling of the people had for the moment
driven out all thought of the coming day of
judgment and its bitter atonement for all
Graustark. To-day the castle was full of the
nobility, drawn to its walls by the news that
had startled them beyond all expression. The
police were at work, the military trembled with
rage, the people clamored for the apprehen-
sion of the man who had been the instigator of
this audacity. The general belief was that
some brigand chief from the south had planned
the great theft for the purpose of securing a
fabulous ransom. Grenfall Lorry had an
astonishing theory in his mind, and the more
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spectre of a sentinel whose ghostly guardian-
" ship appalled and yet soothed.

He could not, would not move. To have
done so meant the desecration of a picture so
delicate that a breath upon its surface would
have swept it forever from the vision. How
long he revelled in the glory of the picture he
knew not, for it was as if he looked from a
dream. At last he saw her look down upon
the roses, lift them slowly and drop them over
the rail. They fell to the ground below. He
thought he understood; the gift of a prince
despised.

They were not twenty feet apart. He ad-
vanced to her side, his hat in one hand, his
stick—the one that felled the Viennese—trem-
bling in the other.

““I did not know you were here,’”’ she ex-
claimed, in half frightened amazement. *‘I
left my ladies inside.”’

He was standing beside her, looking down
into the eyes.

‘“‘And I am richer because of your igno-
rance,’’ he said, softly. ‘‘I have seen a picture
that shall never leave my memory—never!
Its beauty enthralled, enraptured. Then I
saw the drama of the roses. Ah, your High-
ness, the crown is not always a mask,"’
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monastery, strangely conscious that she was
gazing toward the same dizzy height.
‘It looks so peaceful up there,’’ she said at last.
‘““But so cold and cheerless,”” he added,
drearily. There was another long silence in
which two hearts communed through the me-
dium of that faraway sentinel. ‘‘They have not
discovered a clue to the chief abductor, have
they?’’ he asked, in an effort to return to his
proper sphere. ’
‘‘Baron Dangloss believes he has a clue—a
meager and unsatisfactory one, he admits—and
to-day sent officers to Ganlook to investigate
the actions of a strange man who was there
last week, a man who styled himself the Count
of Arabazon, and who claimed to be of Vienna.
Some Austrians had been hunting stags and
bears in the north, however, and it is possible
he is one of them.’’ She spoke slowly, her
eyes still bent on the home of the monks.
‘“Your highness, I have a theory, a bold and
perhaps a criminal theory, but you will allow
me to tell you why I am possessed of it. 1 am
aware that there is a Prince Gabriel. It is my
opinion that no Viennese is guilty, nor are the
brigands to be accused of this masterpiece in
crime. Have you thought how far a man
may go to obtain his heart’s desire?’’
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THE EPISODE OF T.IE THRONE ROOM

*“This is the throne room. Allode!"’

The Princess Yetive paused before two mass-
ive doors. It was the next afternoon, and
she had already shown him the palace of a
queen—the hovel of a pauper!

Through the afternoon not one word other
than those which might have passed between
good friends escaped the lips of either. He
was all interest, she all graciousness. Allode,
the sturdy guard, swung open the doors, drew
the curtain, and stood aside for them to pass.
Into the quiet hall she led him, a princess in
a gown of gray, a courtier in tweeds. Inside
the doors he paused.

““And I thought you were Miss Guggen-
slocker,’’ he said. She laughed with the glee
of a child who has charmed and delighted
through surprise.

‘““Am I not a feeble mite to sit on that throne
and rule all that comes within its reach?”’
She directed his attention to the throne at the
opposite end of the hall. ‘‘From its seat I
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‘“It is this room that gives me the right to
be hailed with ‘Long live the Princess!” Not
with campaign yells and ‘Hurrah for Yetive!’
How does that sound? ‘Hurrah for Yetive!” **
She was laughing merrily.

““Don’t say it! It sounds sacrilegious—re-
volting!”’

‘‘For over three years—since I was eighteen
—1I have been supreme in that chair. During
the years of my reign prior to that time I sat
there with my Uncle Caspar standing beside
me. How often I begged him to sit down
with me! There was so much room and he
certainly must have grown tired of standing.
One time I cried because he frowned at me
when I persisted in the presence of a great
assemblage of nobles from Dawsbergen. It
seems that it was a most important audience
that I was granting, but I thought more of my
uncle’s tired old legs. I remember saying,
through my sobs of mortification, that I would
have him beheaded. You are to guess
whether that startling threat created conster-
nation or mirth.”’

‘““What a whimsical little princess you must
have been, weeping and pouting and going to
sleep,” he laughed. ‘‘And how sedate and
wise you have become. "’
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wound, as I am, and had he found himself so
weak that he could stand no longer, I am sure
he would have done as I have—sat down in
preference to falling limp at your feet. You
do not know how badly I am wounded,’’ he
pleaded, with the subtlest double meaning.

‘““Why should you wound me?”’ she asked,
plaintively. ‘‘You have no right to treat the
throne I occupy as a subject for pranks and
indignities. I did not believe you could be so
—forgetful.”” There was a proud and pitiful
resentment in her voice that brought him to
his senses at once. He had defiled her throne.
In shame and humiliation he cried:

‘“‘Iam a fool—an ingrate! You have been
too gentle with me. For this despicable act
of mine I cannot ask pardon and it would be
beneath you to grant it. I have hurt you,
and I can never atone. I forgot how sacred
is your throne. Let me depart in disgrace.”’
He stood erect as if to forsake the throne he
had stained, but she, swayed by a complete
reversal of feeling, timidly, pleadingly
touched his arm.

*‘Stay! It is my throne, after all. I shall
divide i*, as well as the sin, with you. Sit
down again, I beg of you. For a brief spell I
would rule beside a man who is fit to be a king
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in surrender. His lips triumphed slowly,
drawing closer and closer as if restrained and
impelled by the same emotion—arrogant love.

‘‘Open your eyes, darling,’” he whispered,
and she obeyed. Then their lips met—her
first kiss of love!

She trembled from head to foot, perfectly
powerless beneath the spell. Again he kissed
a princess on her throne. At this second kiss
her eyes grew wide with terror, and she sprang
from his side, standing before him like one
bereft of reason.

¢Oh, my God! What have you done?”’ she
wailed. He staggered to his feet, dizzy with
joy.

‘‘Ha!’’ cried a gruff voice from the doorway,
and the guilty ones whirled to look upon the
witness to their blissful crime. Inside the
curtains, with carbine leveled at the head of
the American, stood Allode, the guard, his
face distorted by rage. The Princess screamed
and leaped between Lorry and the threatening
carbine.

‘‘Allode!” she cried, in frantic terror.

He angrily cried out something in his native
tongue and she breathlessly, imploringly re-
plied. Lorry did not understand their words,
but he knew that she had saved him from
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no reason for the sudden leave-taking. Lorry
assured him that they had trespassed long
enough on the Court’s hospitality, and that he
would feel much more comfortable at the
hotel. Anguish looked mnarrowly at his
friend’s face, but said nothing. He was begin-
ning to understand.

““Let us walk to the gates. The Count will
oblige us by instructing the coachman to fol-
low,’’ said Lorry, eager to be off.

‘‘Allow me to join you in the walk, gentle-
men, "’ said Count Caspar, immediately instruct-
ing a lackey to send the carriage after them.
He and Lorry walked on together, Anguish
lingering behind, having caught sight of the
Countess Dagmar. That charming and un-
conventional piece of nobility promptly fol-
lowed the prime minister’s example and es-
corted the remaining guest to the gate.

Far down the walk Lorry turned for a last
glance at the castle from which love had ban-
ished him. Yetive was standing on the bal-
cony, looking not at the monastery but at the
exile.

She remained there long after the carriage
had passed her gates, bearing the Americans
swiftly over the white Castle Avenue, and
there were tears in her eyes.
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in Edelweiss He ventured several times to
the castie wail but turned back resolutely.
There was hope in his breast that she might
send for him: there was, atleast, the possibility
of seeirg Ler should she ride through the
streets A=nguish on the other hand, visited
the castie daly. He spent hours with the
pretry Countess, undismayed by the mnoble
moths that $attered about her flame, and he
was ever persistent, light-hearted and gay. He
brocght to Lorry’s ears all that he could learn
of the Princess. Several times he had seen
her ard had spoken with her. She inquired
casually after the health of his friend, but
nothing more. From the Countess he ascer-
tainec t=at Her Highness wassleeping soundly,
eating teartily and apparently enjoying the
best of spirits—information decidedly irritating
to the one who received it second-hand
They had been at the hotel for over a week
when one afternoon Anguish rushed into the
room, out of breath and scarcely able to con-
trol his excitement.
“What's up?”’ cried Lorry. ‘“Has the
tess sacked you?"’
®on your coin! But something is up,
1 am its discoverer. You remember what
i said about suspecting Prince Gabriel of
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‘““Who are these strangers?’’ asked Lorry.

‘‘Oh, I forgot to tell you. Prince Lorenz is
also here, and these gray fellows are a part of
his retinue. Lorenz has gone on to the castle.
What's the matter?”’ Lorry had turned pale
and was reaching for the wall with unsteady
hand.

‘“He has come for his answer,’”” he said,
slowly, painfully.

“That’s right! I hadn’t thought of that. I
hope she turns him down. But there’s Gabriel
over yonder. See those three fellows in blue?
The middle one is the prince.”

Near the door leading to the piazza stood
several men, gray and blue. The man desig-
nated as Gabriel was in the center, talking
gaily and somewhat loudly, puffing at a ciga-
rette between sentences. He was not tall, but*
he was strongly and compactly built. His hair
and cropped beard were as black as coal, his
eyes wide, black and lined. It was a pleasure-
worn face, and Lorry shuddered as he thought
of the Princess in the power of this evil-look-
ing wretch. They leisurely made their way to
a spot near the talkers. There was no mistak-
ing the voice. Prince Gabriel and Michael
were one and the same, beyond all doubt. But
how to prove it to the satisfaction of others?
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be madness. I am of your belief, however.
Prince Gabriel is the man I have suspected.
Now I am convinced. Before we can do any-
thing in such a grave matter it will be neces-
sary to consult the Princess and her ministers.
In case we conclude to accuse the Prince of
Dawsbergen, it must be after careful and
judicious thought. There are many things to
consider, gentlemen. For my part, I would
be overjoyed to seize the villain and to serve
him as we did his tools, but my hands are tied,
you see. I would suggest that you go at once
to the Princess and Count Halfont, tell them of
your suspicions——"'

‘“‘Not suspicions, my lord,—facts,” inter-
rupted Anguish.

*“Well, then, facts, and ascertain how they
feel about taking up a proposition that may
mean war. May I ask you to come at once to
me with their answer. It is possible that they
will call for a consultation with the ministers,
nobles and high officers. Still, I fear they will
be unwilling to risk much on the rather flimsy
proof you can give. Gabriel is powerful and
we do not seek a war with him. There is an-
other foe for whom we are quietly whetting our
swords.’” The significant remark caused both
listeners to prick up their ears. But he disap-
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was there; the visitors of Axphain were being
entertained.

At the castle doors the two met their first
obstacle, but they had anticipated its oresence.
Two guards halted them peremptorily.

‘““We must see Her Royal Highness,"’ said
Anguish, but the men could not understand
him. They stoically stood their ground, shak-
ing their heads.

‘‘Let us find some one who can understand
us,”’ advised Lorry, and in a few moments
they presented themselves before the guards,
accompanied by a young nobleman with whom
they had acquaintance. He succeeded in ad-
vancing them to the reception hall inside the
doors and found for them a servant who would
carry a message to the Princess if it were pos-
sible to gain her presence. The nobleman
doubted very much, however, if the missive
hastily written by Lorry could find its way to
her, as she had never been so occupied as now.

Lorry, in his brief note, prayed for a short
audience for himself and Mr. Anguish, request-
ing that Count Halfont be present. He in-
formed her that his mission was of the most
imperative nature and that it related to a dis-
covery"made concerning the Prince who had
tried to abduct her. In conclusion, he wrote
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" Also, she authorizes me to assure you that
nothing can be done at present regarding the
business on which you come.’’

‘‘She refuses to see us,’’ said he, slowly, his
face whiter than ever.

‘‘Nay; she degs that you will excuse her.
Her Highness is sorely worn and distressed to-
day, and I fear cannot endure all that is hap-
pening. She is apparently calm and composed,
but I, who know her so well, can see the strain
beneath.”’

‘‘Surely she must see the urgency of quick
action in this matter of ours,’’ cried Anguish,
half angrily. ‘‘We are not dogs to be kicked
out of the castle. We have a right to be
treated fairly "

““We cannot censure the Princess, Harry,”
said Lorry, calmly. ‘‘We have come because
we would befriend her, and she sees fit to re-
ject our good offices. There is but one thing
left for us to do—depart as we came."’

*‘But I don’t like it a little bit,’’ growled the
other.

*‘If you only knew, Mr. Anguish, you would
not be so harsh and unjust,’’ remonstrated the
lady, warmly. Turning to Lorry she said:
‘‘She asked me to hand you this and to bid you
retain it as a token of her undying esteem.’’
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‘‘Where is she now?’’ asked Lorry.

*‘In her boudoir. The Prince Loreng is with
her—alone.”’

‘‘What!’’ he cried, jealousy darting into his
existence, He had never known jealousy be-
fore.

“They are betrothed,’”’ said she, with an
effort. There was a dead silence, broken by
Lorry’s deep groan as he turned and walked
blindly to the opposite side of the room. He
stopped in front of a huge painting and stared
at it, but did not see a line or a tint.

‘“You don’t mean to say she has accepted?”’
half whispered Anguish,

‘‘Nothing less.””

‘“Thank God, you are only a Countess,’’ he
said, tenderly.

‘‘Why—why—what difference can it make—
I mean, why do you say that?’’ she stammered,
crimson to her hair.

‘‘Because you won’t have to sell yourself at
a sacrifice,”” he said, foolishly. Lorry came
back to them at this juncture, outwardly calm
and deliberate.

*‘Tell us about it, pray. We had guessed as
much.”’

‘‘Out there are his people,—the wretches!”
she cried, vindictively, her pretty face in a
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The old Prince’s wedding gift to Graustark is
to be a document favoring us with a ten years'
extension,’’ she said, scornfully.

‘*And where is she to live?’’

‘‘Here, of course. She is Graustark’s ruler,
and here she insists on abiding. Just contem-
plate our court! Over-run with those Axphain
dogs! Ah, she has wounded Graustark more
than she has helped her."”

There was nothing more to be said or done,
so, after a few moments, the Americans took
their departure. The Countess bade them
farewell, saying that she must return to the
Princess.

“I’'ll see you to-morrow,’’ said Anguish,
with rare assurance and the air of an old and
indispensable friend.

‘‘And you, Mr. Lorry?” she said, curiously.

*‘I am very much occupied,’”’ he mumbled.

‘“You do wrong in seeking to deceive me,"’
she whispered, as Anguish passed through the
door ahead of them. ‘I know why you do not
come.’’

‘‘Has she told you?"’

‘I have guessed. Would that it could have
been you and not the other.”

‘‘One cannot be a man and a prince at the
same time, I fancy,” he said, bitterly.
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‘“You mean that you are in love with the
Countess?’’

‘‘ Emphatically.”

*I'm sorry for you.”’

*“Think she’ll turn me down?”

*‘Unless you buy a title of one of these miser-
able counts or dukes."’

*‘Oh, I'm not so sure about that. These
counts and dukes come over and marry our
American girls. I don’t see why I can’t step
in and pick out a nice little Countess if I want
to.l'

‘‘She is not as avaricious as the counts and
dukes, I'll wager. She cares nothing for your
money."”’ '

*“Well, she's as poor as a church mouse,”
said the other, doggedly.

‘“The Countess poor? How do you know?”

““I asked her one day and she told me all
about it,”’ said Anguish,
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guish brought him to feel that she needed his

.protection from the man who had once sought
to despoil and who might reasonably be ex-
pected to persevere. He agreed to lingerin
Edelweiss, knowing that each day would add
pain to the torture he was already suffering,
his sole object being, he convinced himself, to
frustrate Gabriel’s evil plans.

Returning late in the evening from their
stroll, they entered a café celebrated in Edel-
weiss. In all his life Lorry had never known
the loneliness that makes death welcome.
To-night he felt that he could not live, so mad-
dening was the certainty that he could never
regain joy. Hisheart bled with the longing to
be near her who dwelt inside those castle walls.
He scoffed and grieved, but grieved the
more.

The café was crowded with men and women.
In a far corner sat a party of Axphain nobles,
their Prince, a most democratic fellow, at the
head of a long table. There were songs, jests
and boisterous laughter. The celebration
grew wilder, and Lorry and Anguish crossed
the room, and, taking seats at a table, ordered
wine and cigars, both eager for a closer view of
the Prince. How Lorry loathed him!

Lorenz was a good-looking young fellow,
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I'll sell them all at a bargain. Alas, shq has
not yet kissed me!”’

Lorry’s heart bounded with joy, thougl his
hands were clenched in rage.

‘‘She will kiss me to-morrow, To-morre s I
shall taste what no other man has toucted,
what all men have coveted. And I'll be
generous, gentlemen. She is so fair that your
foul mouths would blight with but one cayess
upon her tender lips, and yet you shall not be
deprived of bliss. I shall kiss her thrice for
each of you. Let me count: thrice eleven is
thirty-three. Aye, thirty-three of my kisses
shall be wasted for the sake of my friends,
lucky dogs! Drink to my Princess!”’

‘‘Bravo!” cried the others, and the glasses
were raised to lip.

A chair was overturned. The form of a man
landed suddenly at the side of the Prince and a
rough hand dashed the glass from his fingers,
the contents flying over his immaculate Eng-
lish evening dress.

‘“Don’t you dare to drink that toast!”’ cried a
voice in his astonished ear, a voice speakirg in
excited German. He whirled and saw a scowl-
ing face beside his own, a pair of gray eyes
that flashed fire.

‘“What do you mean?’’ he demanded, anger
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on his lips and chin; it trickled to his shirt
front. For some moments he stood panting,
glaring at Lorry’s mocking face.

I am Lorenz of Axphain, sir,”” he said at
last, his voice quivering with suppressed
anger.

‘It shall be a pleasure to kill you, Lorenz,"”
observed his adversary, displaying his igno-
rance of lese-majesté.

Anguish, pale and very much concerned,
dragged him away, the Prince leaving the café
ahead of them, followed by his chattering,
cursing companions. Prince Gabriel was
standing near the door as they passed out.
He looked at the Americans sharply, and
Anguish detected something like triumphant
joy in his eyes.

‘“Good Lord, Lorry; this means a duel!
Don’t you know that?’’ cried he, as they started
upstairs.

“‘Of course, I do. And I'm going to kill
that villain, too,”’ exclaimed Lorry, loud
enough to be heard from one end of the room
to the other.

*“This is horrible, horrible! Let me square
it up some way if—"’' began the alarmed
Anguish

‘‘Square it up! Look here, Harry Anguish,
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‘“We are sons of business men,”’ responded
Mr. Anguish.

‘‘Oh, well, I hardly know. But his Highness
is very willing to waive his rank, and to grant
you a meeting.”’

*“I'm delighted by his Highness’ condescen-
sion, which I perfectly understand,’’ observed
Mr. Anguish. ‘‘Now, what have we to settle,
gentlemen?’’

*‘The detail of weapons.”

When Anguish announced that his principal
chose pistols a strange gleam crept into the
eyes of the Axphainians, and they seemed satis-
~fied. Colonel Attobawn acted as interpreter
during this short but very important interview
which was carried on in the Axphain language.
Lorry sat on the window-sill, steadfastly gazing
into the night. The visitors departed soon,
and it was understood that Prince Lorenz
would condescend to meet Mr. Lorry at eight
o’clock on the next morning in the valley
beyond the castle, two miles from town.
There was no law -prohibiting duels in Grau-
stark. :

.*“Well, you're in for it, old man,” said
Anguish, gloomily, his chin in his hands as he
fastened melancholy eyes upon his friend.

‘“‘Don’t worry about me, Harry. There’s
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new English bull-dog revolvers were to serve
as weapons in the coming combat, and a car-
riage was to be in waiting for them in a side
street at seven o’clock.

Before leaving their room they heard evi-
dences of commotion in the hotel, and were
apprehensive lest the inmates had learned of the
duel and were making ready to follow the
fighters to the appointed spot. There was a
confusion of voices, the sound of rushing feet,
the banging of doors, the noise increasing as
the two men stepped into the open hall. They
were amazed to see half-dressed men and
women standing or running about the halls,
intense excitement in their faces and in their
actions. White uniformed policemen were
flocking into the corridors; soldiers, coatless
and hatless, fresh from their beds, came dash-
ing upon the scene. There were excited cries,
angry shouts and, more mystifying than all,
horrified looks and whispers.

‘“What has happened?”’ asked Lorry, stop-
ping near the door.

*It can’t be a fire, Look! The door to that
room down there seems to be the center of
attraction. Hold on! Don’t go over there,
Lorry. There may be something to unnerve
you, and that must not happen now. Let us
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Despite their queries he offered no explanation,
but rushed them along, passing out of the
opposite door, down a short stairway and into
a side street. A half dozen police-guards were
awaiting them, and before they could catch
the faintest idea of what it all meant, they
were running with the officers through an
alley, as if pursued by demons.

‘‘Now, what in thunder does this mean?”
panted Lorry, attempting to slacken the pace.
He and Anguish were just beginning to regain
their senses.

*Do not stop! Do not stop!’’ wheezed Dan-
gloss. ‘“‘You must get to a place of safety.
We cannot prevent something dreadful happen-
ing if you are caught!”’

“*If we are caught!’’ cried Anguish. ‘“Why,
what have we done?”’

*“Unhand me, Baron Dangloss! This is an
outrage!”’ shouted Lorry.

“For God’'s sake, be calm! We are be-
friending you. When we reach the Tower,
where you will be safe, I shall explain,’’ gasped
the panting Chief of Police. A few moments
later they were inside the prison gates, angry,
impatient, fatigued.

“‘Is this a plan to prevent the duel?”’ de-
manded Lorry, turning upon the chief, who
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growing out of the knowledge that Lorenz was
dead and that the Princess was freed from her
compact.

‘‘My friend,” said Dangloss, slowly, ‘you
are accused of the murder.”’

Lorry was too much stunned to be angry, too
weak to protest. For some moments after the
blow fell he and Anguish were speechless.
Then came the protestations, the rage and the
threats, through all of which Dangloss sat
calmly. Finally he sought to quiet them,
partially succeeding.

*‘Mr. Lorry, the evidence is very strong
against you, but you shall not be unjustly
treated. You are not a prisoner as yet. In
Graustark a man who is accused of murder,
and who was not seen by any one to commit
the crime, cannot be legally arrebted until an
accuser shall go before the Princess, who is also
High Priestess, and swear on his life that he
knows the guilty man. The man who so
accuses agrees to forfeit his own life in case
the other is proved innocent. If you are to be
charged with the murder of the Prince, some
one must go before the Princess and take oath
—his life against yours. I am holding you
here, sir, because it is the only place in
which you are safe. Lorenz’s friends would
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search, the fight at the head of the stairs, and
the race to the prison. The reason I saved
you from that mob should be plain to you. I
love my Princess, and I do not forget that you
tisked your life—each of you—to protect her.
I have done all that I can, gentlemen, to pro-
tect you in return. It means death to you if
you fall into the hands of his followers just
now. A few hours will cool them off, no
doubt, but now—now it would be madness to
face them. Iknow not whatthey have done to
my men at the hotel—perhaps butchered them.”

There was anxiety in Dangloss’s voice and
there was honesty in his keen old eyes. His
charges now saw - the situation clearly and
apologized warmly for the words they had
uttered under the pressure of somewhat ex-
tenuating circumstances. They expressed a
willingness to remain in the prison until the
excitement abated or until some one swore his
life against the supposed murderer. They
were virtually prisoners, and they knew it
well. Furthermore, they could see that Baron
Dangloss believed Lorry guilty of the murder;
protestations of innocence had been politely -
received and politely disregarded.

**Do you expect one of his friends to take the
oath?’’ asked Lorry.
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*“Yes; it is sure to come."’

*‘But you will not do so yourself?"’

C‘No. ” . .

‘I thank you, captain, for I see that you be-
lieve me guilty."”

*“I do not say you are guilty, remember, but
I will say that if you did murder Prince Lorenz
you have made the people of Graustark rejoice
from the bottoms of their hearts, and you will
be eulogized from one end of the land to the
other.”’ .

‘“Hanged and eulogized,’’ said Lorry, grimly.



XVII

IN THE TOWER

The two captives who were not prisoners
were so dazed by the unexpected events of the
morning that they did not realize the vast
seriousness of the situation for hours. Then it
dawned upon them that appearances were
really against them, and that they were alone
in a land far beyond the reach of help from
home. One circumstance puzzled them with
its damning mystery:—how came the blood
stains upon the door-knob? Dangloss courte-
ously discussed this strange and unfortunate
feature with them, but with ill-concealed skep-
ticism. It was evident that his mind was clear
in regard to the whole affair.

Anguish was of the opinion that the real
murderer had stained the knob intentionally,
aiming to cast suspicion on the man who had
been challenged. The assassin had an objeet
in leaving those convicting finger-marks where
they would do the most damage. He either
desired the arrest and death of the American

or hoped that his own guilt might escape atten-
286
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Shortly afterward a crowd of Axphain mea
came to the prison gates and demanded the
person of Grenfall Lorry, departing after an
ugly show of rage. Curious Edelweiss citizens
stood afar off, watching the walls and windows
eagerly.

*“This may cost Edelweiss a great deal of
trouble, gentlemen, but there is more happi-
ness here this morning than the city has known
in months. Everybody believes you killed
him, Mr. Lorry, but they all love you for the
deed,”’ said Dangloss, returning at noon from
a visit to the hotel and a ride through the
streets. ‘‘The Prince’s friends have been at
the castle since nine o’clock, and I am of the
opinion that they are having a hard time with
the High Priestess.”’

*‘God bless her!”’ cried Lorry.

*‘The town is crazy with excitement. Mes-
sengers have been sent to old Prince Bolaroz to
inform him of the murder and to urge him to
hasten hither, where he may fully enjoy the
vengeance that is to be wreaked upon his son’s
slayer. I have not seen a wilder time in Edel-
weiss since the close.of the siege, fifteen years
ago. By my soul, you are in a bad box, sir.
They are lurking in every part of town to kill
you if you attempt to leave the Tower before
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structed to give you these papers. One is the
warrant for Mr. Lorry’s arrest, the other
orders you to assume charge of him and to
place him in confinement until the day of
trial.”

While Quinnox was making this statement
the accused stood with bowed head and throb-
less heart. He did not see the captain’s hand
tremble as he passed the documents to Dan-
gloss, nor did he hear the unhappy sigh that
came from the latter’s lips. Anguish, fiery
and impulsive, was not to be subdued.

“‘Is there no warrant for my arrest?’’ he de-
manded.

““There is not. You are at liberty to go,
sir,”’ responded Quinnox.

“I'd like to know why there isn’t. I am just
as guilty as Lorry.””

*“The Duke charges the crime to but one of
you. Baron Dangloss, will you read the war-
rant?”’

The old chief read the decree of the Princess
slowly and impressively. It was as follows:

‘‘Jacot, Duke of Mizrox, before his God and
on his life, swears that Grenfall Lorry did
foully, maliciously and designedly slay Lorenz,
Prince of Axphain, on the 20th day of October,
in the year of our Lord 189—, and in the city
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signing away his life, perhaps. A mist came
over his eyes and a strange joy filled his soul.
The hand that signed the name had trembled
in doing so, had trembled pitifully. The heart
had not guided the fingers. *I am your pris-
oner, Captain Dangloss. Do with me as you
will,” he said, simply.

‘I regret that I am obliged to place you ina
cell, sir, and under guard. Believe me, I am
sorry this happened. I am your friend,’’ said
the old man, gloomily.

““And I,” cried Quinnox.

‘‘But what is to become of me?’’ cried poor
Anguish, half in tears. ‘‘I won’t leave you,
Gren. It’s an infernal outrage!”

*‘Be cool, Harry, and it will come out right.
He has no proof, you know,’’ said the other,
wringing his friend’s hand.

*But I'll have to stay here, too. If I go out-
side these walls, I'll be killed like a dog,”’ pro-
tested Harry.

*“You are to have a guard of six men while
you are in Edelweiss, Mr. Anguish. Those
are the instructions of the Princess. I do not
believe the scoundrels—I mean the Axphain
nobles—will molest you if you do not cross
them. When you are ready to go to your
hotel, I will accompany you.”
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ordeal. Her poor brain had striven in vain to
invent means by which she might save the man
she loved. She had surrendered to the inevit-
able because there was justice in the claims of
the inexorable Duke and his vindictive friends
Against her will she had issued the decree, but
not, however, until she had learned that he
was in prison and unable to fly the country.
The hope that delay might aid him in escaping
was rudely crushed when her uncle informed
her of Lorry’s whereabouts. She signed the
decree as if in a dream, a nightmare, with
trembling hand and broken heart. His death
warrant! And yet, like all others, she believed
him guilty. Guilty for her sake! And this
was how she rewarded him.

Mizrox and his friends departed in triumph,
revenge written on every face. She walked
blindly, numbly to her room, assisted by her
uncle, the Count. Without observing her aunt
or the Countess Dagmar, she staggered to the
window and looked below. The Axphainians
were crossing the parade ground jubilantly.
Then came the clatter of a horse’s hoof and
Captain Quinnox, with the fatal papers in his
possession, galloped down the avenue. She
clutched the curtains distractedly, and, leaning
far forward, cried from the open window:
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card on the tray bore the mame of Harry
Anguish. At once the Princess was aflutter
with eagerness and excitement. _

‘‘Anguish! Show him to this room quickly!
Oh, Dagmar, he brings word from him! He
comes from him! Why is he so slow? Ach, I
cannot wait!"’ .

Far from being slow, Anguish was exceed-
ingly swift in approaching the room to which
he feared admittance might be denied. He
strode boldly, impetuously into the apartment,
his feet muddy, his clothing splashed with
rain, his appearance far from that of a gentle-
man.

*“Tell me! What is it?"’ she cried, as he
stopped in the center of the room and glared
at her.

“T don't care whether you like it and it
doesn’t matter if you are a Princess,’’ he ex-
ploded, “‘there are a few things I'm going to
say to you. First, I want to know what kind
of a woman you are to throw into prison a man
like—like—— O, it drives me crazy to think
of it! Idon’t care if you are insulted. He’sa
friend of mine and he is no more guilty than
you are, and I want to know what you mean by
ordering his arrest?’’

Her lips parted as if to speak, her face grew
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now. I have signed away something that is
very dear to me,—his life. You are his friend
and mine. Can you tell me what he thinks of
me—what he says—how he feels?’® She asked
the triple question breathlessly.

‘‘He believes you were forced into the act
and said as much to me. As to how he feels, |
can only ask how you would feel if you were in
his place, innocent and yet almost sure of con-
viction. These friends of Axphain will resort
to any subterfuge, now that one of their num-
ber has staked his life. Mark my word, some
one will deliberately swear that he saw Gren-
fall Lorry strike the blow and that will be as
villainous a lie as man ever told. What I am
here for, your Highness, is to ask if that decree
cannot be withdrawn."’

‘‘Alas, it cannot! I would gladly order his
release if I could, but you can see what that
would mean to us. A war, Mr. Anguish,’’ she
sighed miserably.

‘‘But you will not see an innocent man con-
demned?”’ cried he, again indignant.

“‘I have only your statement for that, sir, if
you will pardon me. I hope, from the bottom
of my heart, that he did not murder the Prince
after being honorably challenged.””

‘““He is no coward!’ thundered Anguish,
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and I, for one, hope that Mr. Lorry may escape
from the Tower and laugh forevermore at his
pursuers. If he could only dig his way out!”

The Princess shot a startled look toward the
speaker as a new thought entered her wearied
brain; a short, involuntary gasp told that it
had lodged and would grow. She laughed at
the idea of an escape from the Tower, but as
she laughed a tiny spot of red began to spread
upon her cheek, and her eyes glistened
strangely.

Anguish remained with them for half an
hour. When he left the castle it was witha
more hopeful feeling in his breast. In the
Princess’s bed-chamber late that night, two
girls, in loose, silken gowns sat before a low
fire and talked of something that caused the
Countess to tremble with excitement when first
her pink-cheeked sovereign mentioned it in
confidence.
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him forthwith to Edelweiss, where his august
presence was mnecessary before the twenty-
sixth. Those who remained in the Graustark
capital were quiet but still in a threatening
mood. The Princess, so Harry informed the
prisoner, sent sincere expressions of sympathy
and the hope that all would end well with him.
Count Halfont, the Countess, Gaspon and many
others had asked to be remembered. The
prisoner smiled wearily and promised that they
should not be forgotten in a week — which
was as far as he expected his memory to
extend.

Late in the evening, as he was lying on his
bed, staring at the shadowy ceiling and puz-
zling his brain with most oppressive uncertain-
ties, the rattle of keys in the lock announced
the approach of visitors. The door swung
open and through the grate he saw Dangloss
and Quinnox. The latter wore a long military
rain coat and had just come in from a drench-
ing downpour. Lorry’s reverie had been so
deep that he had not heard the thunder nor the
howling of the winds. Springing to his feet he
advanced quickly to the grated door.

‘‘Captain Quinnox brings a private message
from the Princess,’’ said the Chief, the words
scarcely more than whispered. It was plain
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all he possessed to have preserved it, But
the last line commanded: ‘‘Burn this at once
and in the presence of the bearer."’

‘‘“There!’’ he said, regretfully, as he crumpled
the charred remnants between his fingers and
turned to the silent watchers.

‘‘Her crime goes up in smoke,’”’ muttered
Dangloss, sententiously.

‘“The Princess commits no crime,’’ retorted
Qumnox angnly, ‘‘when she trusts four hon-
est men.’

‘‘Where is she?”’ whxspered the prisoner,
with thrumming ears.

‘*Where all good women should be at nine
o’clock—in bed,’’ replied Dangloss, shortly.
‘“But will you obey her command?"’

*‘So she commands me to escape!”’ said
Lorry, smiling. “‘I dare not disobey my sove-
reign, I suppose.”’

‘“We obey her because we love her,’” said
the captain of the guard.

*‘And for that reason, I also obey. But can
this thing be accomplished without necessitat-
ing explanations and possible complications? I
will not obey if it is likely to place her in an
embarrassing position.”’

‘‘She understands perfectly what she is
doing, sir. In the first place, she has had my
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‘It cannot be that, sir. It may cost the lives
of three of her subjects, but no man save your-
self can involve the Princess or the Crown.
They may kill us, but they cannot force usto
betray her. I trust you will be as loyal to the
good girl who wears a crown, not upon her
heart,’’ said Dangloss, earnestly.

‘I have said my life is hers, gentlemen,"”
said Lorry, simply. ‘“God, if T could but
throw myself at her feet! I must see her be-
fore I go. I will not go without telling her
what is in my heart!”’ he added, passionately.

‘““You must obey the commands implicitly,
on your word of honor, or the transaction ends
now,”’ said Quinnox, firmly.

‘“This escape means, then, that I am not to
see her again,’’ he said, his voice choking with
emotion,

‘‘Her instructions are that you are to go to-
night, at once,’’ said Dangloss, and the black-
eyed soldier nodded confirmation.

The prisoner paced the floor of his cell, his
mind a jumble of conflicting emotions. His
clenched hands, twitching lips and half-closed
eyes betrayed the battle that was inflicting
him with its carnage. Suddenly he darted to
the door, crying:

‘‘Then I refuse to obey! Tell her that if she
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He looked at his hands and saw the black
stains from the charred letter, last evidence of
the crime against the state. A tender light
came to his eyes, a great lump struggled to his
throat, and he kissed the sooty spots, murmur-
ing her name again and again. How lonely he
was! how cold and cheerless his cage! For
the first time he began to appreciate the real
seriousness of his position. Up to this time he
had regarded it optimistically, confident of
vindication and acquittal. His only objection
to imprisonment grew out of annoyance and
the mere deprivation of liberty. It had not
entered his head that he was actually facing
death at close range. Of course, it had been
plain to him that the charges were serious, and
that he was awkwardly situated, but the true
enormity of his peril did not dawn upon him
until freedom was ofiered in such a remarkable
manner. He grew cold and shuddered instinc-
tively as he realized that his position was so
critical that the princess had deemed it neces-
sary to resort to strategic measures in order to
save him from impending doom. Starting to
his feet he paced the floor, nervousness turning
to dread, dread to terror. He pounded on the
door and cried aloud. Oh, if he could but
bring back those kindly messengers!
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sent to her was from his heart, and something
told him that it would give her pleasure.

A key turned suddenly in the lock, and his
heart bounded with the hope that it might be
some one with her surrender in response to his
ultimatum. He sat upright and rubbed his
swollen eyes. The door swung open, and a
tall prison guard peered in upon him, a sharp-
eyed, low-browed fellow in rain coat and hel-
met. His lantern’s single unkind eye was
turned menacingly toward the bed.

‘“What do you want?"’ demanded the pris-
oner, irritably.

Instead of answering, the guard proceeded
to unlock the second or grated door, stepping
inside the cell a moment later. Smothering
an exclamation, Lorry jerked out his watch and
then sprang to his feet, intensely excited. It
was just twelve o’clock, and he remembered
now that she had said a guard would come to
him at that hour. Was this the man? Was
the plan to be carried out?

The two men stood staring at each other for
a moment or two, one in the agony of doubt
and suspense, the other quizzically. A smile
flitted over the face of the guard; he calmly
advanced to the table, putting down his lan-
tern. Then he drew off his rain coat and hel-
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held the note over the flame and saw it crumbie
away as had its predecessor. There was to be
no proof of her complicity left behind. He
knew it would be folly to offer a bribe to the
loyal guard.

After this very significant act the guard’s
face cleared, and he deposited his big revolver
on the table. Stepping to the cell’s entrance
he listened intently, then softly closed the
heavy iron doors. Without a word he began
to strip off his uniform, Lorry watching him as
if fascinated. The fellow looked up impatiently
and motioned for him to be quick, taking it
for granted that the prisoner understood his
part of the transaction. Awakened by this
sharp reminder, Lorry nervously began to re-
move his own clothes. In five minutes his gar-
ments were scattered over the floor and he was
attired in the uniform of a guard. Not a word
had been spoken. The prisoner was the
guard, the guard a prisoner.

*‘Are you not afraid this will cost you your
life?”’ asked Lorry, first in English, then in
German. The guard merely shook his head,
indicating that he could not understand.

He quickly turned to the bed, seized a sheet
and tore it into strips, impatiently thrusting
them into the other’s hands. The first letter
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A hasty examination proved that it was no
more than a scalp wound, and that death was
too remote to be feared. The guard had done
his part nobly, and it was now the prisoner’s
turn to act as resolutely and as unflinchingly.
Sorry to leave the poor fellow in what seemed
an inhuman manner, he strode into the cor-
ridor, closed and locked the doors clumsily, and
began the descent of the stairs. He had been
instructed to act unhesitatingly, as the slightest
show of nervousness would result in discovery.

With the helmet well down over his face and
the cape well up, he steadily, even mnoisily
made his way to the next floor below. There
were prisoners on this floor, while he had been
the only occupant of the floor above. Straight
ahead he went, flashing his lantern here and
there, passing down another stairway and into
the main corridor. Here he met a guard who
had just come in from the outside. The man
addressed him in the language of the country,
and his heart almost stopped beating. How
was he to answer? Mumbling something
almost inaudible, he hurried on to the ground
floor, trembling with fear lest the man should
call to him to halt. He was relieved to find,
in the end, that his progress was not to be im-
peded. In another moment he was boldly
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Luck was with him, and, finding the great
lock, he softly inserted and turned the key.
The wind blew the heavy gate open violently,
and it required all of his strength to keepit
from banging against the wall beyond. The
most difficult task that he had encountered
grew from his efforts to close the gate against
the blast. He was about to give up in despair
when a hand was laid on his shoulder and some
one hissed in his startled ear:

*“Sh! Not a word!”’

His legs almost went from under his body,
go great was the shock and the fear. Two
strong hands joined his own in the effort to
pull the door into position, and he knew at
once that they belonged to the man who was
to meet him on the corner at the right of the
prison wall. He undoubtedly had tired of the
delay, and, feeling secure in the darkness of
the storm, had come to meet his charge, the
escaping prisoner. Their united efforts
brought about the desired result, and together
they left the prison behind, striking out against
the storm in all its fury.

““You are late,”’ called the stranger in his
ear.

“Not too late, am I?’’ he cried back, clutch-
ing the other’s arm.
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scarcely discern the shape of the -carriage,
although they could touch its side with their
hands.

A soldier stood in the shelter of the vehicle
and opened the door for the American.

“Hurry! Getin!” exclaimed Quinnox.

‘I wish to know if this is liable to get her
into trouble,’”’ demanded Lorry, pausing with
one foot on the steps.

“Get in!"”’ commanded the soldier who was
holding the door, pushing him forward un-
easily. He flcundered into the carriage where
all was dry and clean. In his hand he still
carried the keys and the lantern, the slide of
which he had closed before leaving the prison
yard. He could not see, but he knew that the
trappings of the vehicle were superior. Out-
side he heard the soldier, who was preparing to
enter, say:

“This carriage travels on most urgent busi-
ness for Her Royal Highness, captain. It is
not to be stopped.”’

A moment later he was inside and the door
slammed. The carriage rocked as Quinnox
swung up beside the driver.

“You may as well be comfortable,’”” said
Lorry's companion, as he sat rigid and restless.
““We have a long and rough ride before us.”
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After a moment he asked: ‘“‘How far do we
travel to-night?’’

“‘A number of miles.”’

*““Then I'm going to take off this wet coat
It weighsa ton. Won't you remove yours?"
He jerked off the big rain coat and threwit
across to the opposite seat, with the keys and
the lantern. There was a moment’s hesitation
on the part of his companion, and then a
second wet coat followed the first. Their rain
helmets were also tossed aside. *‘‘Makes a fel-
low feel more comfortable.”

‘This has been too easy to seem like an
escape,” went on Lorry, looking back re-
flectively over the surprises of the mnight.
‘““Maybe I am dreaming. Pinch me.”’

A finger and a thumb came together on the
fleshy part of his arm, causing him to start,
first in amazement, then in pain. He had not
expected his reserved guardian to obey the
command literally.

‘I am awake, thanks,’’ he laughed, and the
hand dropped from his arm.

After this there was a longer silence than at
any time before. The soldier drew himself
into the corner of the seat, an action which
repelled further discussion, it seemed to Lorry,
so he leaned back in the opposite corner and
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“Her Royal Highness, of course,” said
Lorry, impatiently.

‘I cannot say when you are to see the Prin-
cess,’’ said his companion after waiting so long
that Lorry felt like kicking him.

‘“Well, see here, my friend, do you know
why I agreed to leave that place back there?
I said I wouldn’t go away from Graustark until
I had seen her. If you fellows are spiriting
me away—kidnapping me, as it were,—I want
to tell you I won’t have it that way. I must
know, right now, where we are going in this
damnable storm."’

‘I have orders to tell you nothing,’’ said the
soldier, staunchly.

**Orders, eh! From whom?”’

‘*“That is my affair, sir!”’

‘I guess I'm about as much interested in this
affair as anybody, and I insist on knowing our
destination. I jumped into this thing blindly,
but I'm going to see my way out of it
before we go much farther. Where are we
going?”’

*“You—you will learn that soon enough,”
insisted the other.

‘““Am I to see her soon? That's what I want
to know.”

“You must not insist,”’ cried the soldier.
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*‘Yes, frequently.” /

‘““Will you tell me your name?"’

*“You would not know me by name.”’

‘‘Are you an officer?”’

‘“No; I am new to the service."’

‘““Then I'll see that you are promoted. 1
like your staunchness. How old are you?'’

“I am—er—twenty-two."’

“*Of the nobility?”’

‘‘My father was of noble birth."’

‘““Then you must be so, too. I hope you'll
forgive my rudeness. I'm a bit nervous, you
know.”

*I forgive you gladly.””

*‘Devilish rough road, this."”’

““Devilish. It is a mountain road."”’

‘“That’s where we were, too.”

‘““Where who were?"’
~ ‘‘Oh, a young lady and I, some time ago. I
just happened to think of it."”’

‘It could not have been pleasant."’

‘‘You never made a bigger mistake in your
life.”’

‘‘Oh, she must have been pretty, then.’’

‘“You are right this time. She is glorious.”

‘“‘Pardon me! They usually are in such
adventures."’

‘‘By Jove, you're a clever one!"’
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two vigorous hands grasped him by the
shoulder, jerking him back unceremoniously.

‘‘No! No! You will ruin all! There must
be no light,*’ cried the soldier, his voice high
and shrill.

‘“But we are out of the city.”’

“Iknow! I know! But I will not permit
you to have a light. Against orders. We
have not passed the outpost,’’ expostulated the
other, nervously.

‘“What's the matter with your voice?’’ de-
manded Lorry, struck by the change in it.

*“‘My voice?”’ asked the other, the tones nat-
ural again. ‘‘It’s changing. Didn’t it embar-
rass you when your voice broke like that?"
went on the questioner, breathlessly. Lorry
was now leaning back in the seat, quite a little
mystified.

‘“I don't believe mine ever broke like z4at,”
he said, speculatively. There was no re-
sponse, and he sat silent for some time, regret-
ting more and more that it was so dark.

Gradually he became conscious of a strange,
unaccountable presence in that dark cab. He
could feel a change coming over him; he could
not tell why, but he was sure that some one
else was beside him, some one who was not the
soldier. Something soft and delicate and
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above, long, dark tresses strayed in condemn-
ing confusion. The breast beneath the blue
coat heaved convulsively.

The match dropped from his fingers, and, as
darkness fell again, it hid the soldier in the
strong arms of the fugitive—not a soldier bold,
but a gasping, blushing, unresisting coward.
The lithe form quivered and then became
motionless in the fierce, straining embrace;
the head dropped upon his shoulder, his hot
lips caressing the burning face and pouring
wild, incoherent words into the little ears.

“You! You!' he cried, mad with joy.
‘‘Oh, this is Heaven itself! My brave darling!
Mine forever—mine forever! You shall never
leave me now! Drive on! Drive on!” he
shouted to the men outside, drunk with happi-
ness. ‘‘We'll make this journey endless. I
know you love me now—I know it! God, I
shall die with joy!”

A hand stole gently into his hand, and her
lips found his in a long, passionate kiss.

‘I did not want you to know! Ach, I am so
sorry! Why, why did I come to-night? I was
so strong, so firm, I thought, but see how weak
I am. You dominate,—you own me, body and
soul, in spite of everything,—against my will.
I love you—I love you—1I love you!”
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have——"" But he smothered the wail in
kisses.

‘‘Unwomanly!"’ he exclaimed. ‘‘It was by
divine inspiration. But you w#// come with
me, away from Graustark, away from every
one. Say that you will!”’

“I cannot bear to hear you plead, and it
breaks my heart to go back there. But I can-
not leave Graustark—I cannot! It would be
Heaven to go with you to the end of the world,
but I have others besides myself to consider.
You are my god, my idol. I can worship you
from my unhappy throne, from my chamber,
from the cell into which my heart is to retreat.
But I cannot, I will not desert Graustark. Not
even for you!"”’

He was silent, impressed by her nobility, her
loyalty. Although the joy ebbed from his
craving heart, he saw the justice of her self-
sacrifice.

*I would give my soul to see your face now,
Yetive. Your soul is in your eyes; I can feel
it. Why did younot let me stay in prison, meet
death and so end all? It would have been bet-
ter for both of us. I cannot live withoutyou.’’

‘‘We can live for each other, die for each
other,~—apart. Distance will not lessen my
love. You know that it exists; it has been
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‘“How far do we drive?”’ he asked, at
last.

*“To the monastery. We are nearly there,”
she answered, in tones far away.

‘“The monastery? Why do we go there?’’ he
cried.

*“You are to stay there.’’

‘‘What do you mean? I thought I was to
leave Graustark.”

*“You are to leave—later on. Until the ex-
citement is over the abbey is to be your hiding
place. I have arranged everything, and itis
the only safe place on earth for you at this
time. No one will think of looking for you up
there.”

“I would to God I could stay there forever,
living above you,’’ he said, drearily.

“Your window looks down upon the castle;
mine looks up to yours. The lights that burn
in those two windows will send out beams of
love and life for one of us, at least.”’

‘“For both of us, my sweetheart,” he cor-
rected, fondly. ‘‘You say I will be safe there.
Can you trust these men who are aiding you?”

‘‘With my life! Quinnox carried a message
to the Abbot yesterday, and he grants you a
temporary home there, secure and as secret as
the tomb, He promises me this, and he is my
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instructs. And, I must not forget, Quinnox
will visit you occasionally. He will conduct
you from the monastery and to the border line
at the proper time."’

**Alas! He will be my murderer, I fear.
Yetive, you do not believe I killed Lorenz. I
know that most of them do, but, I swear to
you, I am no more the perpetrator of that cow-
ardly crime than you. God bears testimony to
my innocence. 1 want to hear you say that
you do not believe I killed him."’

“‘I feared so at first,—no, do not be angry—I
feared you had killed him for my sake. But
now I am sure that you are innocent."’

The carriage stopped too soon and Quinnox
opened the door. It was still as dark as pitch,
but the downpour had ceased except for a dis-
agreeable, misty drizzle, cold and penetrating.

**We have reached the stopping place,’’ he
said.

‘“And we are to walk from here to the gate,”
said the Princess, resuming her hoarse, manly
tones. While they were busy donning their
rain coats, she whispered in Lorry’s ear: *I
beg of you, do not let him know that you have
discovered who I am.”’

He promised, and lightly snatched a kiss, an
act of indiscretion that almost brought fatal
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castle and look forward to the day that will find
me at your feet again. Itis bound to come.
But how are you to return to the castle to-
night and eunter without creating suspicion?
Have you thought of that?"’

“Am I a child? Inside of three hours I shall
be safely in my bed and but one person”in the
castle will be the wiser for my absence. Here
are the portals,”” They passed inside the
massive doors and halted. *‘‘You must remain
here until I have seen the prior,” she said,
laughing nervously and glancing down at the
boots which showed beneath the long coat.
Then she hastily followed the monk, disap-
pearing down the corridor. In ten minutes—
ten hours to Lorry—she returned with her
guide.

‘“He will take you to your room,’ she said
breathlessly, displaying unmistakable signs of
embarrassment. ‘“The prior was shocked.
Good-by, and God be with you always. Re-
member, I love you!”’

The monk’s back was turned, so the new
recluse snatched the slight figure to his heart.

‘‘Some day?” he whispered.

She would not speak, but he held her until
she nodded her head.



XX

THE APPROACHING ORDEAL

*“The American has escaped!"’ was the cry
that spread through Edelweiss the next morn-
ing.

It brought undisguised relief to the faces of
thousands; there was not one who upbraided
Baron Dangloss for his astounding negligence.
Never before had a criminal escaped from the
Tower. The only excuse, uttered in woe-be-
gone tone, was that the prison had not been
constructed or manned for such clever scoun-
drels as Yankees—good name for audacity.
But as nobody criticised, his explanation was
taken good-naturedly and there was secret re-
joicing in the city. Of course, everybody
wondered where the prisoner had gone; most
of them feared that he could not escape the
officers, while others shrewdly smiled and
expressed themselves as confident that so
clever a gentleman could not be caught. They
marveled at his boldness, his ingenuity, his
assurance,

The full story of the daring break for liberty
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effective was the blow. When he regained
consciousness he was lying on the bed, just as
the Captain had found him. The poor fellow,
overwhelmed by the enormity of his mistake,
begged Dangloss to shoot him at once. But
Dangloss had him conveyed to the hospital
ward and tenderly cared for.

Three guards in one of the offices saw a man
whom they supposed to be Ogbot pass from the
prison shortly after twelve, and the mortified
Chief admitted that some one had gone through
his private apartment. As the prisoner had
taken Ogbot's keys he experienced little
difficulty in getting outside the gates. But,
vowed Dangloss stormily, he should be recap-
tured if it required the efforts of all the police-
men in Edelweiss. With this very brave
declaration in mind he despatched men to
search every street and every alley, every cel-
lar and every attic in the city. Messengers
were sent to all towns in the district; armed
posses scoured the valley and the surrounding
forests, explored the caves and brush heaps
for miles around. The chagrin of the grim old
Captain, who had never lost a prisoner, was
pitiful to behold.

The forenoon was half over before Harry
Anguish heard of his friend’s escape. To say
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which had been barred to the others, and
struck out rapidly for the castle doors.

The Princess Yetive was sleeping soundly,
peacefully, with a smile on her lips, when her
Prime Minister sent an excited attendant to in-
form her of the prisoner’s escape. She sat up
in bed, and, with her hands clasped about her
knees, sleepily announced' that she would re-
ceive him after her coffee was served. Then
she thought of the wild, sweet ride to the
monastery, the dangerous return, her entrance
to the castle through the secret subterranean
passage and the safe arrival in her own room.
All had gone well and he was safe. She smiled
quaintly as she glanced at the bundle of clothes
on the floor, blue and black and red. They
had been removed in the underground passage
and a loose gown substituted, but she had
cariied them to her chamber with the intention
of placing them for the time being in the old
mahogany chest that held so many of her child-
hood treasures. Springing out of bed, she
opened the chest, cast them into its depths,
turned and removed the key which had always
remained in the lock., Then she summoned
her maids.

Her uncle and aunt, the Countess Dagmar
(whose merry brown eyes were so full of pre-






344 GRAUSTARK

*‘Would it not be better to say*delivers Gren-
fall Lorry to the Tower’?”’ submitted Gaspon.

‘‘You may say ‘to the undersigned,’ and sign
my name,’’ she said, reflectively.

“Very well, your highness. They shall be
struck off this morning.”

*“In large type, Gaspon. You must catch
him if you can,”’ she added. ‘“‘He is a very
dangerous man and royalty needs protection.”
With this wise bit of caution she dismissed the
subject and began to talk of the storm.

As the two young plotters were hastening up
the stairs later on, an attendant approached and
informed the Princess that Mr. Anguish re-
quested an audienee.

‘‘Conduct him to my boudoir,’’ she said, her
eyes sparkling with triumph. In the seclusion
of the boudoir she and the Countess laughed
like children over the reward that had been so
solemnly ordered. )

‘‘Five thousand gavvos!’ cried Dagmar,
leaning back in her chair, to emphasize the
delight she felt. ‘‘What a joke!"’

Tap, tap! came a knock on the door, and in
the same instant it flew open, for Mr. Anguish
was in a hurry. As he plunged into their pres-
ence a pair of heels found the floor spas-
modically.






346 GRAUSTARK

leave Edelweiss. You will not be in prison,
but your every movement is to be watched
A strong guard will have you under surveil-
lance, and any attempt to escape or to com-
municate with your friend will result in your
confinement and his detection. In this way
you may stay here until the time comes to fly.
The Axphain people must be satisfied, you
know. Your freedom will not be disturbed;
you may come and go as you like, but you are
ostensibly a prisoner. By detaining you for-
cibly we gain a point, for you are needed here.
There is no other way in which you can explain
a continued presence in Graustark. Is not my
plan a good one?”’

He gazed in admiration at her flushed cheeks
and glowing eyes.

‘It is beyond comparison,’’ he said, rising
and bowing low. ‘‘So shrewd is this plan that
you make me a hostage forever; I shall not
escape its memory if I live to be a thous-
and.”

And so it was settled, in this pretty drama of
deception, that Harry Anguish was to be held
in Edelweiss as hostage. At parting she said,
seriously:

‘A great deal depends on your discretion,
Mr:. Anguish. My guards will watch your
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had been borne at the command of the Princess
Yetive, he demanded audience with his son’s
betrothed, and it was with fear that she pre-
pated for the trying ordeal, an interview with
the grief-crazed old man. The castle was ina
furore; itshalls soon thronged with diplomatists
and there was an ugly sense of trouble in the
air, suggestive of the explosion which follows
the igniting of a powder magazine. .

The slim, pale-faced Princess met the burly
old ruler in the grand council chamber. He
and his nobles had been kept waiting but a
short time. Within a very few minutes after
they had been conducted to the chamber by
Count Halfont and other dignitaries, the fair
ruler came into the room and advanced be-
tween the bowing lines of courtiers to the spot
where sat the man who held Graustark in his
grasp. A slender, graceful figure in black,
proud and serious, she walked unhesitatingly
to the old man’s side. If she feared him, if
she was impressed by his power, she did not
show it. The little drama had two stars of
equal magnitude, neither of whom acknowl-
edged supremacy in the other.

Bolaroz arose as she drew near, his gaunt
face black and unfriendly. She extended her
hand graciously, and he, a prince for all his
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away from Graustark safely without her knowl
edge. The old Prince was working himself
back into the viclent rage that had been tem-
porarily subdued, and at last broke out ina °
vicious denunciation of the carelessness that
had allowed the man to escape. He firstin-
sisted that Dangloss and his incompetent assist-
ants be thrown into prison for life or executed
for criminal negligence; then he demanded
the life of Harry Anguish as an aider and
abettor in the flight of the murderer. In both
cases the Princess firmly refused to take the
action demanded. She warmly defended
Dangloss and his men, and announced in no
uncertain tones that she would not order the
arrest of the remaining American. Then she
acquainted him with her intention to detain
Anguish as hostage and to have his every
action watched in the hope that a clue to the
whereabouts of the fugitive might be discov-
ered, providing, of course, that the friend knew
anything at all about the matter. The Duke
of Mizrox and others loudly joined in the cry
for Anguish’s arrest, but she bravely held out
against them and in the end curtly informed
them that the American, whom she believed
to be innocent of all complicity in the escape,
should be subjected to no indignity other than
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not allow you or any one else to dictate the
manner in which we are to proceed.’”” She
uttered these words cuttingly, and, at their
conclusion, arose to leave the room.

Bolaroz heard her through in surprise and
with conflicting emotions. There was no mis-
taking her indignation, so he deemed it policy
to bottle his wrath, overlook the most offensive
rebuke his vanity had ever received, and sub-
mit to what was evidently a just decision.

‘‘Stay, your Highness. 1 submit to your
proposition regarding the other stranger, al-
though I doubt its wisdom. There is but one
in whom I am really interested,—the one who
killed my son. There is to be no cessation in
the effort to find him, I am to understand. I
now have a proposition. With me are three
hundred of my bravest soldiers. I offer them
to you in order that you may better prosecute
the search. They will remain here and yon
may use them in any way you see fit. The
Duke of Mizrox will linger in Edelweiss and
with him you and yours may always confer.
He, also, is at your command. This man must
be retaken, I swear, by all that is above and
below me, he shall be found, if I hunt the
world over to accomplish that end. He shall
not escape my vengeance! And hark you to
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comments of the visitors, all conspiring to
sound her doom. Which way was she to tumn
in order to escape from herself?

‘*We must catch this man, Yetive,”’ said
Halfont, on the stairway. ‘‘There is no alter-
native.”

‘‘Except our inability to do so,”” she mur-
mured. In that moment she determined that
Grenfall Lorry should never be taken if she
could prevent it. He was innocent and it was
Graustark’s penalty to pay.

The next day, amidst pomp and splendor,
the Prince of Axphain started on his journey to
the land of his forefathers, to the tombs of his
ancestors, all Edelweiss witnessing the impos-
ing procession that made its way through the
north gates of the town. Far up on the moun-
tain top a man, looking from his little window,
saw the black, snakelike procession wind away
across the plain to the northward, losing itself
in the distant hills.
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stretched life and joy and love in their rarest
habiliments. How he endured the suspense,
the torture of uncertainty, the craving for the
life that others were enjoying, he could not
understand. Big, strong and full of vigor, his
inactivity was maddening; this virtual cap-
tivity grew more and more intolerable with
each succeeding day. Would they never take
him from the tomb in which he was existing?
A hundred times had he, in his desperation,
concluded to flee from the monastery, come
what might, and to trust himself to the joyous
world below, but the ever-present though wan-
ing spark of wisdom won out against the fierce,
aggressive folly that mutinied within his hua-
gry soul. He knew that she was guarding
him with loving, tender care, and that, when
the proper time came, the shackles of danger
would drop and his way would be cleared.
Still there was the longing, the craving, the
loneliness, Day after day, night after night
went by and the end seemed no nearer.
Awake or asleep, he dreamed of her, his heart
and mind always full of that one rich blessing,
—her love. At times he was mad with the
desire to know what she was doing, what she
was thinking and what was being done for her
down there in that busy world. Lying on his

1 mA med
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until a ray of intelligence showed him that she
could not give to Quinnox the speeches from
her heart, proud woman that she was.

Anguish sent words of cheer, with com-
mands to be patient. He never failed to tell
him, through Quinnox, that he was doing all
in his power to find the real murderer and that
he had the secret co-operation of the old police
captain. Of course, the hidden man heard of
the reward and the frenzied search prosecuted
by both principalities. He laughed hyster-
ically over the deception that was being prac.
ticed by the blue-eyed, slender woman who
held the key to the situation in her keeping.

1t was not until the night of the eighteenth
of November that Quinnox confirmed his fears
by telling him of the conditions imposed by
Prince Bolaroz. For some reason the young
officer had deceived Lorry in regard to the
all-important matter. The American repeat-
edly had begged for information about the
fatal twentieth, but on all previous occasions
his visitor doggedly maintained a show of
ignorance, vowing that he knew mnothing of
the circumstances Finally Lorry, completely
out of patience and determined to know the
true state of affairs, soundly upbraided him
and sent word to the Princess that if she
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come to her! Marry Gabriel! The man who
had planned to seize her and make her his
wanton! He ground his teeth and glared at
Quinnox as if he were the object of his hatred,
his vicious jealousy. The captain stepped
backward in sudden alarm.

‘‘Don’t be afraid!”” Lorry cried, savagely.
“I'm not crazy. It’s your news—your news!
Does she expect me to stay up here while that
state of affairs exists down there? Let me see:
this is the eighteenth, and day after to-morrow
is the twentieth. There is no time to be lost,
Captain Quinnox. I shall accompany you when
you leave St. Valentine’s to-night.’’

‘“Impossible!”’ exclaimed Quinnox. *‘I can-
not allow that, sir. My instructions are to—"

‘‘Hang your instructions! All the instruc-
tions on earth can’t compel me to sit up here
. and see this sacrifice made. I am determined
to see her and put a stop to the whole affair..
It is what I feared would come to pass. Sheis
willing to sacrifice herself or half her kingdom,
one or the other, in order that I may escape.
It’s not right, captain, it’'s not right, and I'm
going to stop it. How soon can we leave this
place?’”’ He was pacing the floor, happy in the
decision he had reached, notwithstanding the
danger it promised. .
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nervous apprehension. “‘I have sworn to her |
that I will keep you from all harm, and it |
would be to break faith with her if I led you
into that mob down there.’’

““1 respect your oath, my friend, but I am
going, just the same. I'll see her, too, if I
have to shoot every man who attempts to pre-
vent me. I'm desperate, man, desperate!
She’s everything in the world to me, and I'll
die before I'll see her suffer.”

Quinnox calmly placed hLis hands on the
other’s shoulders, and, looking him in the eye,
said quietly:

‘‘Her suffering now is as nothing compared
to what it will be if you go back to the Tower.
You forget how much pain she is enduring to
avoid that very suffering. If you care for my
mistress, sir, add no weight to the burden she
already carries. Remain here, as she desires.
You can be of no service down there. I im-
plore you to be considerate.’’

It was an eloquent appeal, and it struck
home. Lorry wavered, but his resolution
would not weaken. He argued, first with
Quinnox, then with himself, finally returning
to the reckless determination to brave all and
save her from herself. The soldier begged
him to listen to reason, implored him to recon-
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lost. My God, the fear that she may marry
Gabriel will drive me mad if I am left here
another night. Come! Let us prepare to
start. We must notify the Abbot that I am to
go. I can be ready in five minutes. Ye
Gods, think of what she may be sacrificing for
me!”’

The distracted captain gloomily watched the
nervous preparations for departure, seeing his
own disgrace ahead as plainly as if it had
already come upon him. Lorry soon was
attired in the guard's uniform he had worn
from the Tower a month before. His pistol
was in his pocket, and the bunch of violets she
had sent to him that very night was pinned
defiantly above his heart. Quinnox smiled
when he observed this bit of sentiment, and
grimly informed him that he was committing
an act prohibited in Dangloss’s disciplinary
rules. Officers on duty were not to wear
nosegays.

**Dangloss will not see my violets. By the
way, the moon shines brightly, doesn’t it?’’

‘It is almost as light as day. Our trip is
made extremely hazardous for that reason. I
am sorely afraid, rash sir, that we cannot reach
the castle unseen.”

‘‘We must go about it boldly, that’s all.”’
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benediction to the Princess and ordered them
conducted to the gates.

Ten minutes later they stood outside the !
wall, the great gates having been closed
sharply behind them. Above them hung the
silvery moon, full and bright, throwing its
refulgent splendor over the mountain top with
all the brilliancy of day. Never had Lorry
seen the moon so accursedly bright.

* *Gad, it is like day,” he exclaimed.

“As Itold you, sir,”’ agreed the other, re.
proof in his voice.

‘‘We must wait until the moon goes down.
It won't do to risk it now. Can we not go
somewhere to keep warm for an hour or so?"’

‘“There is a cave farther down the moun-
tain, Shall we take the chance of reaching
it?”’

‘‘By all means. I can’t endure the cold after
being cooped up for so long."”

They followed the winding road for some
distance down the mountain, coming at last to
a point where a small path branched off. It
was the path leading down the side of the steep
overlooking the city, and upon that side no
wagon-road could be built. Seven thousand
feet below stretched the sleeping, moon-lit
city. Standing out on the brow of the moun-
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secrets. I shall be the first to betray the trust
—and for a man who is nothing to me."’

‘I suppose you consider me selfish and vile
for placing you in this position,’’ said Lorry,
somewhat contritely.

‘‘No; I have begun the task and I will com-
plete it, come what may,’’ answered the cap-
tain, firmly. ‘‘You are the only being in the
world for whom I would sacrifice my honor
voluntarily,—save one."’

‘I bave wondered why you were never
tempted to turn traitor to the Princess and
claim the fortune that is represented in the
reward."’

*“Not for five million gavvos, sir!"’

‘‘By George, you are a faithful lot! Dan-
gloss, Allode and Ogbot and yourself, four
honest men to whom she trusts her life, her
honor. You belong to a rare species, and I
am proud to know you."’

The stealthy couple found the cave and spent
an hour or more within its walls, sallying forth
after the tardy darkness had crept down over
the mountain and into the peaceful valley.
Then began the tortuous descent. Quinnox in
the lead, they walked, crawled and ran down
the narrow path, bruised, scratched and aching
by the time they reached the topmost of the
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against all these mighty forces. His heart
thrilled with devotion; his arm tingled with
the joy of clasping her once more to his breast;
his wistful eyes hung upon the flickering light
far off in the west. Quinnox had pointed it
out to him, saying that it burned in the bed-
chamber of the Princess Yetive. Since the
memorable night that took him to the cellin
St. Valentine's, this light had burned from
dusk to daylight. Lovingly, faithfully it had
shone for him through all those dreary nights,
a lonely signal from one heart to another.

At last, stiff and sore, they stole into the
narrow streets of Edelweiss. Lorry glanced
back and shivered, although the air was warm
and balmy. He had truly been out of the
world. Not until this instant did he fully ap-
preciate the dread that possesses a man who is
being hunted down by tireless foes; never did
man’s heart go out in gratitude and trustful-
ness as did his towaid the strong defender
whose sinewy arm he clasped as if in terror.

‘“You understand what this means to me,”
said Quinnox gravely, as they paused to rest.
‘*She will call me your murderer and curse me
for my miserable treason. I am the first to
dishonor the name of Quinnox.”’
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Clinging tenaciously to her purpose, she was
still cognizant of the debt she owed the trust-
ing, loving people of Graustark. One word
from her could avert the calamity.that was to
fall with the dawn of the fatal twentieth. All
Graustark blindly trusted and adored her; to
undeceive them would be to administer a
shock from which they could never recover.

Her heart was bursting with love for Lorry;
her mind was overflowing with tender thoughts
that could not be sent to him, much as she
trusted to the honor of Quinnox, her messen-
ger. Hour after hour she sat in her window
and marveled at the change that had been
wrought in her life by this strong American,
her eyes fixed on the faraway monastery, her
heart still and cold and fearful. She had no
confidant in this miserable affair of the heart.
Others, near and dear, had surmised, but no
word of hers confirmed. A diffidence, strange
and proud, forbade the confession of her
frailty, sweet, pure and womanly though it
was. She could not forget that she was a
Princess.

The Countess Dagmar was piqued by her
reticence and sought in manifold ways to draw
forth the voluntary avowal, with its divine
tears and blushes. Harry Anguish, who spent
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that relief might come at the last hour, Men,
with pale faces and tearful eyes, wandered
through the ancient castle, speechless, nerve-
less, miserable. Brave soldiers crept about,
shorn of pride and filled with woe. Citizens
sat and stared aimlessly for hours, thinking of
naught but the disaster so near at hand and so
unavoidable. The whole nation surged as if in
the last throes of death. To-morrow the
potency of Graustark was to die, its domain
was to be cleft in twain,—disgraced before the
world.

And, on the throne of this afflicted land sat
the girl, proud, tender, courageous Yetive.
To all Graustark she was its greatest, its most
devoted sufferer; upon her the blow fell heav-
iest. There she sat, merciful and merciless,
her slim white hand ready to sign the shame-
ful deed in transfer, ready to sell her kingdom
for her love. Beneath her throne, beneath her
feet, cowered six souls, possessors of the
secret. Of all the people in the world they
alone knew the heart of the Princess Yetive,
they alone felt with her the weight of the sacri-
fice. With wistful eyes, fainting hearts and
voiceless lips five of them watched the day
approach, knowing that she would not speak
and that Graustark was doomed. Loyal con-
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ment, rebelling against the ignominy to which
she was subjected. Worse than all to her were
the insolent overtures of Gabriel. How she
endured she could not tell. The tears of
humiliation shed after his departure on the
occasion of each visit revealed the bitterness
that was torturing this proud martyr.

He had come at once to renew his offer of a
loan, knowing her helplessness. Day after day
he haunted the castle, persistent in his efforts
to induce her to accept his proposition. So
fierce was his passion, so implacable his desire,
that he went among the people of Edelweiss,
presenting to them his proposal, hoping thereby
to add public feeling to his claims. He tried
to organize a committee of citizens to go before
the Princess with the petition that his offer be
accepted and the countty saved. But Grau-
stark was loyal to its Princess. Not one of
her citizens listened to the wily Prince, and
more than one told him or his emissaries that
the loss of the whole kingdom was preferable
to the marriage he desired. The cxty sickened
at the thought.

His last and master-stroke in the struggle to
persuade came on the afternoon of the nine-
teenth, at an hour when all Edelweiss was in
gloom and when the Princess was taxed to the
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three nations—Graustark, Axphain and Daws
bergen. Ihave included my own land because
its ruler is most vitally interested. He would
serve and save Graustark, as you know, and he
would satisfy Axphain. It isin my power to
give you aid at this last, trying hour, and I im-
plore you to listen to my words of sincerest
friendship,—yes, adoration. To-morrow you
are to pay to Prince Bolaroz over twenty-five
million gavvos or relinquish the entire north
half of your domain. I understand the lament-
able situation. You can raise no more than
fifteen millions and you are helpless. He will
grant no extension of time, You know what I
have proffered before. I come to-day to re-
peat my friendly offer and to give unquestioned
bond as to my ability to carry it out. If you
agree to accept the loan I extend, ten million
gavvos for fifteen years at the usual rate of
interest, you can on to-morrow morning place
in the hand of Axphain when he makes his
formal demand the full amount of your in-
debtedness in gold. Ricardo, open the chest!"

An attendant threw open the lid of the chest.
It was filled with gold coins.

‘“This box contains one hundred thousand
gavvos. There are in your halls nine boxes
holding nine times as much ds you see here.

~
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Gabriel, viciously, but Yetive arose, and,
with gleaming eyes and flushing cheeks, inter-
rupted him.
“Go! I will not hear you—not one word!”
He passed from the room without another
word. Her Court saw her standing straight
and immovable, her white face transfigured.
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come from the door at an unearthly hourin
the morning believed she had gone there to seek
surcease from the troubles which oppressed her.

Lorry was impatient to rush forth from his
place of hiding and to end all suspense, but
Quinnox demurred. He begged the eager
American to remain in the passage until the
night of the nineteenth, when, all things going
well, he might be so fortunate as to reach the
Princess without being seen. It was the secret
hope of the guilty captain that his charge could
be induced by the Princess to returp to the
monastery, to avoid complications. He prom-
ised to inform Her Highness of his presence in
the underground room and to arrange for a
meeting. The miserable fellow could not find
courage to confess his disobedience to his
trusting mistress. Many times during the day
she had seen him hovering near, approaching
and then retreating, and had wondered not a
little at his peculiar manner.

And so it was that Lorry chafed and writhed
through a long day of suspense and agony.
Quinnox had brought to the little room some
candles, food and bedding, but he utilized only
the former. The hours went by and no sum-
mons called him to her side. He was dying
with the desire to hold her in his arms and to
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I have, but, before God, I could not tell
her what I had done. Your visit will be a sur-
prise, I fear a shock.”’

‘““Then how am I to see her? Fool! Aml
to wait here forever——'’

‘‘Have patience! I will take you to her to-
night—aye, within an hour. To-morrow
morning she signs away the northern provinces
and her instructions are that she is not to be
disturbed to-night. Not even will she see the
Countess Dagmar after nine o’clock. It
breaks my heart to see the sorrow that abounds
in the castle to-night. Her Highness insists on
being alone and Bassot, the new guard, has
orders to admit no one to her apartments. He
is ill and I have promised that a substitute
shall relieve him at eleven o’clock. You are
to be the substitute. Here is a part of an old
uniform of mine, and here is a coat that be-
longed to Dannox, who was about your size.
Please exchange the clothes you now have on
for these. I apprehend no trouble in reaching
her door, for the household is in gloom and
the halls seem barren of life."’

He threw the bundle on a chair and Lorryat
once proceeded to don the contents. Ina very
short time he wore, instead of the cell keeper’s
garments, a neat-fitting uniform of the royal
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‘“There goes your hostage, '’ said the captain,
grimly. It had required all of Lorry's seli-
possession to restrain the cry of joyful recog-
nition. Up the staircase they went, meeting
several ladies and gentlemen coming down, and
were soon before the apartments of the Princess.
A tall guard stood in front of the boudoir door.

‘‘This is your relief, Bassot. You may go,”
said Quinnox, and, with a careless glance at
the strange soldier, the sick man trudged off
down the hall, glad to seek his bed.

*‘Is she there?”” whispered Lorry, dizzy and
faint with expectancy. ‘

‘‘Yes. This may mean your death and mine,
sir, but you would do it. Will you explain to
her how I came to play her false?”’

““She shall know the truth, good friend."’

‘““After I have gone twenty paces down the
hall, do you rap on the door. She may not
admit you at first, but do not give up. If she
bid you enter or asks your mission, enter
quickly and close the door. It is unlocked
She may swoon, or scream, and you must pre-
vent either if possible. In an hour I shall
return and you must go back to the passage.”

‘““‘Never! I have come to save her and her
country, and I intend to do so by surrendering
myself this very night."”’
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““You are a brave soldier, then," she substi.
tuted. ‘‘It required courage to come to Edel-
weiss with hundreds of men ready to seize you
at sight,—a pack of bloodhounds. **

*‘I should have been a2 miserable coward to
stay up there while you are so bravely facing
disaster alone down here. I came to help you,
as I should.”

**But you can do nothing, dear, and you only
make matters worse by coming to me. I have
fought so hard to overcome the desire to be
near you; I have struggled against myself for
days and days, and I had won the battle when
you came to pull my walls of strength down
about my ears. Look! On my desk is a letter
I was writing to you. No; you shall not read
it! No one shall ever know what it contains."
She darted to the desk, snatched up the sheets
of paper and held them over the waxed taper.
He stood in the middle of the room, a feeling
of intense desolation settling down upon him.
How could he lose this woman?

‘“To-morrow night Quinnox is to take you
from the monastery and conduct you to a dis-
tant city. It has all been planned. Your
friend, Mr. Anguish, is to meet you in three
days and you are to hurry to America by way
of Athens. This was a letter toyou. Initl
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“] was determined to see you,”’ he said
““They shall not kill me nor are you to sacri-
fice your father's domain. Worse than all, I
feared that you might yield to Gabriel—"

““Ach! You insult me when you say that!
I yielded to Lorenz because I thought it my
duty and because I dared not admit to myself
that I loved you. But Gabriel! Ach!” she
cried, scornfully. ‘“‘Grenfall Lorry, I shall
marry no man. You I love, but you I cannot
marry. It is folly to dream of it, even as a
possibility. When you go from Graustark to-
morrow night you take my heart, my life, my
soul with you. I shall never see you again—
God help me to say this—I shall never allow
you to see me again. I tell you I could not
bear it. The weakest and the strongest of
God’'s creations is woman.’’ She started sud-
denly, half rising. ‘Did any one see you
come to my room? Was Quinnox sure?”’

‘‘We passed people, but no one knew me. I
will go if you are distressed over my being
here.”’ .

*“It is not that—not that. Some spy may
have seen you. Ihave astrange fear that they
suspect me and that I am being watched.
Where is Captain Quinnox?*’

‘He said he would return for me in an hour.
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“For God's sake, do not say that!" she.
wailed. ‘I forbid you to think of it. You
cannot do this after all I have done to save
you. Ach, you are jesting; I should have
known."’

He sat down and drew her to his side. Some
moments passed before he could speak.

I cannot and will not permit you to make
such a sacrifice for me. The proposition of
Bolaroz is known tome. If you produce me for
trial you are to have a ten years’ extension.
My duty is plain. I am no cowardly criminal,
and I am not afraid to face my accusers. At
the worst, I can die but once.’’

‘“Die but once,” she repeated, as if in a
dream.

*‘I came here to tell you of my decision, to
ask you to save your lands, protect your people,
and to remember that I would die a thousand
times to serve you and yours."’
~ ‘““‘After all I have done—after all I have
done,”’ she murmured, piteously. ‘‘No, no!
You shall not! You are more to me than all
my kingdom, than all the people in the world.
You have made me love you, you have caused
me to detest the throne which separates us, you
have made me pray that I might be a pauper,
but you shall not force me to destroy the mite
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The Princess Yetive ran to him, and, placing
her hands on his shoulders, cried with the
fierceness of despair:

‘“You will go back to the monastery? You
will leave Graustark? For my sake—for my
sake!"’

He hesitated and then surrendered, his honor
falling weak and faint by the pathway of pas-
sion.

“‘Yes!"’ he cried, hoarsely.

Tap! tap! tap! at the door. Lorry took one
look at the rapturous face and released her.

‘“Come!"’ she called.

The door flew open, an attendant saluted,
and in stepped—Gabriel!
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the hope that he might shield her from the
sting.

‘‘She did not expect me, sir,’’ he said, anda
menacing gleam came to his eyes. His pistol
was in his hand. Gabriel saw it, but the star-
ing Princess did not. She could not take her
eyes from the face of the intruder. “‘Now,
may I ask why you are here?’’

Gabriel’'s wit saved him from death. He
saw that he could not pursue the course he had
begun, for there was murder in the Amer-
can’s eye. Like a fox he swerved and, witha
servile promise of submission in his glance,
said:

““I thought you were here, my fine fellow,
and I came to satisfy myself. Now, sir, may
I ask why you are here?’’ His fingers twitched
and his eyes were glassy with the malevolence
he was subduing.

“I am here as a prisoner,’”” said Lorry,
boldly. Gabriel laughed derisively.

‘“And how often have you come here in this
manner as a prisoner? Midnight and alone in
the apartments of the Princess! The guard
dismissed! A prisoner, eh? Ha, what a
prison!”

**Stop!” cried Lorry, white to the lips.

The Princess was beginning to understand.
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“If you are not a prisoner you shall be.
There’ll be scandal enough in Graustark to-
morrow to start a volcano of wrath from the
royal tombs where lie her fathers. I'll see
that you are a prisoner!”” He started for the
door, but Lorry's pistol was leveled at his head.

*“If you move I'll kill you!"’

‘“The world will understand how and why I
fell by your hand and in this room. Shoot!”
he cried, triumphantly. Lorry’s hand trembled
and his eyes filled with the tears of impotent
rage. The Prince held the higher card.

A face suddenly appeared at the door, which
had been stealthily opened from without. Cap-
tain Quinnox glided into the room behind the
Prince and gently closed the door, unnoticed
by the gloater.

‘“A prisoner?’’ sneered Gabriel. ‘‘Where is
your captor, pray?’’

‘‘Here!"’ answered a voice at his back. The
Prince wheeled and found himself looking at
the stalwart form of the captain of the guard.
*“I am surely privileged to speak now, your
Highness,’’ he went on, addressing the Prin-
cess significantly.

‘“How came you here?’’ gasped Gabriel.

I brought my prisoner here. Where should
I be if not here to guard him?”
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He looked inquiringly at the Princess as if
anxious to put the dangerous witness where
he could tell no tales. She shook her head,
but did not speak. Lorry realized that the
time had come for him to assert himself.
Assuming a distressed air he bowed his head
and said, dejectedly:

‘‘My pleading has been in vain, then, your
Highness. I have sworn to you that I am
innocent of this murder, and you have said I
shall have a fair trial. That is all you can offer?”

‘“That is all,”’ she said, shrilly, her mind
gradually grasping his meaning.

‘“You will not punish the poor people who
secreted me in their house for weeks, for they
are convinced of my innocence. Your captain
here, who found me in their house to-night,
can also speak well of them. I have only this
request to make, in return for what little serv-
ice I may have given you: Forgive the old
people who befriended me. I am ready to go
to the Tower at once, captain.”’

Gabriel heard this speech with a skeptical
smile on his face.

“Iam no fool,"” he said, simply. ‘‘Captain,"”
shrewdly turning to Quinnox, *‘if he is your
prisoner, why do you permit him to retain his
revolver?”’
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he is to be taken to the Tower. Prince Gabriel
may accompany you to the dungeon cell, if he
likes, after which you will escort him to the
gates.  If he enters them again you are to kill
him. Take them both away!™”

“Your Highness, I must ask you to writea
pardon for the good people in whose house the
prisoner was found,” suggested Quinnox,
shrewdly seeing a chance for communication
unsuspected by the Prince.

**A moment, your Highness,” said the Prince,
who had recovered himself cdeverly. *I ap-
preciate your position. I have made a serious
charge, and I now have a fair proposition to
suggest to you. If this man is not produced
to-morrow morning I take it for granted that
I am at liberty to tell all that has happened in
this room to-night. If he is produced, I shall
kneel and beg your pardon.”’

The Princess turned paler than ever and
knew not how she kept from falling to the
floor. There was a long silence following
Gabriel’s unexpected but fair suggestion.

‘“That is very fair, your Highness,*’ said
Lorry. ‘‘There is no reason why I should not
be a prisoner to-morrow. I don’t see how I
can hope to escape the inevitable. Your
dungeon is strong and I have given my word
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gracious smile, handed to the waiting captain
the pardon for those who had secreted the
fugitive.

“I grant forgiveness to them gladly,” she
said.

*‘I thank you,’’ said Lorry, bowing low.

‘‘Mr. Lorry, I regret the difficulty in which
you find yourself. It was on my account, too,
I am told. Be you guilty or innocent, you are
my friend, my protector. May God be good
to you.” She gave him her hand calmly,
steadily, as if she were bestowing favor upon a
subject. He kissed the hand gravely.

‘Forgive me for trespassing on your good
nature to-night, your Highness.

‘“The five thousand gavvos shall be yours to-
morrow, Captain Quinnox,”” she said, gra-
ciously. ‘You have done your duty well.”
The faithful captain bowed deep and low and a
weight was lifted from his conscience.

‘‘Gentlemen, the door,’’ he said, and without
a word the trio left the room. She closed the
door and stood like a statue until their foot-
steps died away in the distance. As one ina
daze she sat at the desk till the dawn, Gren-
fall Lorry’s revolver lying before her.

Through the halls, down the stairs and into
the clammy dungeon strode the silent trio.
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match, bade His Highness precede him up the
stone steps.

In the cell the prisoner read and reread the
incoherent message from Yetive:

“It is the only way. Quinnox will assist
you to escape to-night. Go, I implore you; as
you love me, go. Your life is more than all to
me. Gabriel’s story will not be entertained
and he can have no proof. He will be torn to
pieces, Quinnox says. I do not know how I
can live until I am certain you are safe. This
will be the longest night a woman ever spent.
If I could only be sure that you will do asl
ask, as I beg and implore! Do not think of
me, but save yourself. I would lose every-
thing to save you."’

He smiled sadly as he burned the ‘‘pardon.”
The concluding sentences swept away the last
thought he might have had of leaving her to
bear the consequences. ‘‘Do not think of me,
but save yourself. I would lose everything to
save you.”’” He leaned against the stone wall
and shook his head slowly, the smile still on
his lips. -
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the city was suspended. The whole nation, it
seemed, stood before the walls, awaiting, with
bated breath and dismal faces, the announce-
ment that Yetive had deeded to Bolaroz the
lands and lives of half of her subjects. The
northern plainsmen who were so soon to ac-
knowledge Axphain sovereignty, wept and
wailed over their unhappy lot. Brothers and
sisters from the south cursed and moaned in
sympathy.

Shortly before nine o’clock, Harry Anguish,
with his guard of six, rode up to the castle.
Captain Dangloss was beside him on his gray
charger. They had scarcely passed inside the
gates when a cavalcade of mounted men came
riding up the avenue from the Hotel Regen-
getz. Then the howling, the hissing, the
hooting began. Maledictions were hurled at
the heads of Axphain noblemen as they rode
between the maddened lines of people. They
smiled sardonically in reply to the impotent
signs of hatred, but they were glad when the
castle gates closed between them and the vast,
despairing crowd, in which the tempest of
revolt was brewing with unmistakable energy.

Prince Bolaroz, the Duke of Mizrox and the
ministers were already in the castle and had
been there since the previous afternoon. In the
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could Quinnox be except with the fugitive,
perhaps once more inside St. Valentine's!
With the great load of suspense off her mind
she cared not for the trials that still confronted
her on that dreaded morning. She had saved
him, and she was willing to pay the price.
Preparations began at once for the eventful
transaction in the throne room. The splendor
of two Courts was to shine in rivalry. Ten
o’clock was the hour set for the meeting of the
two rulers, the victor and the victim. Her
nobles and her ladies, her ministers, her guards
and her lackeys moved about in the halls
dreading the hour, brushing against the hated
Axphain guests. In one of the small waiting
rooms sat the Count and Countess Halfont, the
latter in tears. The young Countess Dagmar
stood at a window with Harry Anguish. The
latter was flushed and nervous and acted like a
man who expects that which is unexpected by
others. With a strange canfidence in his
voice, he sought to cheer his depressed friends,
but the cheerfulness was not contagious. The
snmbreness of a burial hung over the castle.
Half an hour before the time set for the
meeting in the throne room Yetive sent for her
uncle, her aunt and Dagmar. As Anguish
and the latter followed the girl turned her sad,
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women of degree to the left, while near the
door, on both sides were to be seen the leading
military men of both principalities. Near the
Duke of Mizrox was stationed the figure of
Gabriel, Prince of Dawsbergen. He had
come, with a half dozen followers, among a
crowd of unsuspecting Axphainians, and had
taken his position near the throne. Anguish
entered with Baron Dangloss and they stood
together near the doorway, the latter whiter
than he had ever been in his life.

Then came the hush of expectancy. The
doors swung open, the curtains parted and the
Princess entered.

She was supported by the arm of her tall
uncle, Caspar of Halfont. Pages carried the
train of her dress, a jeweled gown of black.
As she advanced to the throne, calm and
stately, those assembled bent knee to the fair-
est woman the eye ever had looked upon.

The calm, proud exterior hid the most un-
happy of hearts. The resolute courage with
which her spirit had been braced for the occa-
sion was remarkable in more ways than one.
Among other inspirations behind the valiant
show was the bravery of a guilty conscience.
Her composure sustained a shock when she
passed Allode at the door. That faithful,
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‘‘You are come, most noble Bolaroz, to draw
from us the price of our defeat. We are loyal
to our compact, as you are to yours, sire. Yet,
in the presence of my people and in the name
of mercy and justice, I ask you to grant us
respite. You are rich and powerful, we de-
spoiled and struggling beneath a weight we
can lift and displace if given a few short years
in which to grow and gather strength. At this
last hour . in the fifteen years of our indebted-
ness, I sue in supplication for the leniency that
you can so well accord. It is on the advice of
my counsellors that I put away personal pride
and national dignity to make this request, trust-
ing to your goodness of heart. If you will not
hearken to our petition for a renewal of nego-
tiations, there is but one course open to Grau-
stark. We can and will pay our debt of
honor.”’

Bolaroz stood before her, dark and uncom-
promising. She saw the futility of her plea.

*‘I have not forgotten, most noble petitioner,
that you are ruler here, not I. Therefore I am
in no way responsible for the conditions which
confront you, except that I am an honest
creditor, come ‘for his honest dues. This is
the twentieth of November. You have had
fifteen years to accumulate enough to meet
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eyes glowing from the flames of a burning
conscience. The groan that went up from the
northern nobles cut her like the slash of a knife.

‘““There was one other condition,” said
Bolaroz, hastily, unable to gloat as he had ex-
pected. *‘The recapture of the assassin who
slew my son would have meant much to Grau-
stark. It is unfortunate that your police
department is so inefficient.””  Dangloss
writhed beneath this thrust. Yetive’'s eyes
went to him, for an instant, sorrowfully.
Then they dropped to the fatal document
which Gaspon had placed on the table before
her. The lines ran together and were the
color of blood. Unconsciously she took the
pen in her nerveless fingers. A deep sob
came from the breast of her gray old uncle,
and Gaspon’s hand shook like a leaf as he
placed the seal of Graustark on the table,
ready for use.

*“The assassin’s life could have saved you,”
went on Bolaroz, a vengeful glare coming to
his eyes.

She looked up and her lips moved as if she
would have spoken. No words came, no
breath, it seemed to her. Casting a piteous,
hunted glance over the faces before her, she
bent forward and blindly touched the pen to
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There was a commotion near the door
Voices were heard outside.

*“You have been duped!”’ insisted Gabriel,
taking several steps toward the throne. *Your
idol is a traitress, a deceiver! I say he is here!
She has seen him. Let her sign that decree if
she dares! I command you, Yetive of Grau-
stark, to produce this criminal!”’

The impulse to crush the defiler was checked
by the sudden appearance of two men inside
the curtains.

‘‘He is here!”’ cried a strong voice, and
Lorry, breathless and haggard, pushed through
the astonished crowd, followed by Captain
Quinnox, upon whose ghastly face there were
bloodstains.

A shout went up from those assembled, a
shout of joy. The faces of Dangloss and
Allode were pictures of astonishment and—it
must be said—relief. Harry Anguish stag-
gered but recovered himself instantly, and
turned his eyes toward Gabriel. That worthy’s
legs trembled and his jaw dropped.

“I have the prisoner, your Highness,"’ said
Quinnox, in hoarse, discordant tomes. He
stood before the throne with his captive, but
dared not look his mistress in the face. As
they stood there the story of the night just
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‘“The father of the man you murdered. Ab,
this is rapture!”

‘I have only to say to your Highness, I did
not kill yourson. I swearit, so help me God!”

*Your Highness, "’ cried Bolaroz, stepping to
the throne, ‘‘destroy that decree. This brave
soldier has saved Graustark. In an hour your
ministers and mine will have drawn up a ten
years’ extension of time, in proper form, to
which my signature shall be gladly attached.
I have not forgotten my promise.’’

Yetive straightened suddenly, seized the pen
and fiercely began to sign the decree, in spite
of all and before those about her fairly realized
her intention. Lorry understood, and was the
first to snatch the document from her hands.
A half-written Yetive, a blot and a long, splut-
tering scratch of the pen told how near she had
come to signing away the lands of Graustark,
forgetful of the fact that it could be of no
benefit to the prisoner she loved.

“Yetive!"’ gasped her uncle, in horror.

‘*She would have signed,” cried Gaspon, in
wonder and alarm.

““Yes, I would have signed!” she exclaimed,
starting to her feet, strong and defiant. *'I
could not have saved his life, perhaps, but I
might have saved him from the cruel injustice
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*‘Behold an honest man. I would have saved
him at the cost of my honor. Scorn me if you
will, but listen to this. The man who stands
here accused came voluntarily to this castle, sur-
rendering himself to Captain Quinnox, that
he might, though innocent, stand between us
and disaster. He was safe from our pursuit,
yet ,returned, perhaps to his death. For me,
for you and for Graustark he has done this. Is
there a man among you who would have done
as much for his own country? Yet he does this
for a country to which he is stranger. I must
commit him to prison once more. But," she
cried in sudden fierceness, ‘‘I promise him now,
before the trial, a royal pardon. - Do I make
my meaning clear to you, Prince Bolaroz?"’

The white lips of the old Prince could frame
no reply to this daring speech.

‘‘Be careful what you say, your Highness,”
cried the prisoner, hastily. ‘I must refuse to
accept a pardon at the cost of your honor. It
is because I love you better than my life that I
stand here. I cannot allow you and your
People to suffer when it is in my power to
Prevent it. All that I can ask is fairness and
justice, I am not guilty, and God will protect
me. Prince Bolaroz, I call upon you to keep
your promise. Iam not the slayer of your son,
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but I am the man you would send to the block,
guilty or innocent.”

As he spoke, the Princess dropped back in
the chair, her rash courage gone. A stir near
the doorway followed his concluding sentence,
and the other American stepped forward, his
face showing his excitement.

“Your Highness,'’ he said, ‘I should have
spoken sooner. My lips were parted and ready
to cry out when Prince Gabriel interposed and
prevented the signing of the decree. Grenfall
Lorry did not kill the young Prince. I can
produce the guilty man!"’



XXVI

THE GUESSING OF ANGUISH

The startling assertion created a fresh sep-
satior. Sensations had come so thick and so
fast, however, that they seemed component
parts of one grand bewildering climax. The
new actor in the drama held the center of the
stage undisputed.

*‘Harry!” cried Lorry.

‘*Prince Gabriel, why do youn shake like a leaf?
Is it because you know what I am going to
say?” exciaimed Anguish, pointing his finger
accusingly at the astonished Prince of Daws-
bergen.

Gabriel’s lips parted, but nothing more than
a gasp escaped them. Involuntarily his eyes
sought the door, then the windows, the peculiar
uncontrollable look of the hunted coming into
them. Bolaroz allowed his gaze to leap
instantly to that pallid face and every eye in
the room followed. Yetive was standing
again, her face glowing.

‘““An accomplice has confessed all. I have
the word of the man who saw the crime com-
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‘‘Let me go! Curse you! Curse you! I
will not surrender! Let me kill that traitor!
Let me at him!”" Berrowag had been seized
by willing hands, and the two men glared at
each other, one crazy with rage, the other
shrinking with fear.

Dangloss and Allode half carried, half
dragged the Prince forward.” As he neared
Bolaroz and the Princess he collapsed and
became a trembling, moaning suppliant for
mercy. Anguish’s accusation had struck
home.

‘‘Prince Bolaroz, I trust you will not object
if the Princess Yetive substitutes the true
assassin for the man named in your promise to
Graustark,’’ said Anguish, dramatically. Bol-
aroz, as if coming from a dream, turned and
knelt before the throne.

**Most adorable Yetive,'’ he said; *‘I sue for
pardon. I bow low and lay my open heart
before the truest woman in the world.”” He
kissed the black lace hem of her gown and
arose. ‘‘Iam your friend and ally; Axphain
and Graustark will live no more with hatred in
their hearts. From you I have learned a les-
son in justice and constancy.’’

Prince Gabriel was raving like a madman as
the officers hurried him and Berrowag from
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Duke. Release him from his bond your High-
ness.”’

““Gladly, since you refuse to hold him to his
oath,”’ she said.

“I am under an eternal obligation to you, sir,
for your leniency, and I shall ever revere the
Princess who pardons so graciously the gravest
error."’

Yetive begged Bolaroz to continue to make -
the Court his home while in Graustark, and the
old Prince responded with the declaration that
he would remain long enough to sign and
approve the new covenant, at least. Before
stepping from the throne, Yetive called in low
tones to Lorry, a pretty flush mantling her
cheek:

**Will you come to me in half an hour?"’

“For my reward?’’ he asked, eagerly.

‘*Ach!” she cried, softly, reprovingly. Count
Halfont’s face took on a troubled expression as
he caught the swift communication in their
eyes. After all, she was a Princess.

She passed from the room beside Halfont,
proud and happy in the victory over despair,
glorying in the exposure of her heart to the
world, her blood tingling and dancing with the
joys of anticipation. Lorry and Anguish, the
wonder and admiration of all, were given a
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themselves into a single, solid, ancompromis
ing whole. Out of the two grew an aggressive
determination not to be thwarted Love and
fear combined to give him strength; from his
eyes fled the hopeless look, from his brain the
doubt, from his blood the chill.

**Quinnox, give me your hand—don’t mind
the blood! You have been my friend, and you
have served her almost to the death. I injured
and would have killed you in that cell, butit
was not in anger. Will you be my friend in
all that is to follow?"’

*‘She has said that she loves you,’’ said the
captain, returning the hand clasp. *‘I am at
your service as well as hers.”’

A few moments later Lorry was in her pres-
ence, What was said or done during the half
hour that passed between his entrance and the
moment that brought them side by side from
the room need not be told. That the interview
had had its serious side was plain. The trou-
bled, anxious eyes of the girl and the rebellious,
dogged air of the man told of a conflict now
only in abeyance.

"~ will never give you up,”’ he said, as they
pm the door. A wistful gleam flickered
zyes, but she did not respond in words.

. the head of the stairway an animated
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*Blutf,” responded Harry, briefly; ‘‘ Ameri
can patois, dear Countess.”’

“In what respect,’”’ asked Lorry, beginning
to understand.

‘‘In all respects. I didn’t have the slightest
sign of proof against the festive Prince."’

‘‘And you—you did all that ‘on a bluff'?”
gasped the other.

*Do I understand you to say that you have
no evidence against Gabriel?”’ asked Halfont,
dumbfounded.

*“Not a particle.””

“But you said his confederate had con-
fessed,’’ protested Dangloss.

“I didn’t know that he had a confederate,
and I wasn't sure that he was guilty of the
crime,’’ boasted Anguish, complacently enjoy-
ing the stupefaction.

‘“Then why did you say so?'’ demanded Dan-
gloss, excited beyond measure.

“‘Oh, I just guessed at it!"’

*‘God save us!" gasped Baron Dangloss,
Chief of Police.

*‘Guessed at it?"’ cried Mizrox.

“That'sit. It was a bold stroke, but it won.
Now, I'll tell you this much. I was morally
certain that Gabriel killed the Prince. There
was no way on earth to prove it, however, and
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Dangloss stared at him for a moment, then
threw up his hands and walked away, shaking
his head, whether in stupefied admiration or
utter disbelief, no one knew. The others
covered Anguish with compliments, and he
was more than ever the hero of the day. Such
cunfidence paralyzed the people. The only one
who was not overcome with astomshment was
his countryman.

‘“You did it well,”” he said in an undertone
to Anguish; ‘‘devilish well.”

‘““You might at least say I did it to the
queen’s taste,”’ growled Anguish, meaningly.

*‘Well, then, you did,’’ laughed Lorry.
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of his voice nor her heart to the love that
"craved admission, They were not dreaming.

After dinner that evening Lorry led the
Princess out into the moonlit night. The
November breezes were soft and balmy and
the shadows deep.

“‘Let us leave the park to Dagmar and her
hero, to the soldiers and the musicians,” said
Yetive. ‘‘There is a broad portico here, with
the tenderest of memories. Do you remember
a night like this, a month or more ago? the
moon, the sentinel and some sorrows? I would
again stand where we stood on that night and
again look up to the moon and the solemn
sentinel, but not as we saw them then, with
heartache and evasion.”’

*“The balcony, then, without the old restric-
tions,”’ Lorry agreed. ‘‘I want to see that
dark old monastery again, and to tell you how
I looked from its lofty windows through the
chill of wind and the chill of life into the fair-
est Eden that was ever denied man.”

*In an hour, then, I will meet you there.”

*I must correct you. In an hour you will
find me there.”’

She left him, retiring with her aunt and the
Countess Dagmar. Lorry remained in the
hall with Halfont, Prince Bolaroz, Mizrox and












442 GRAUSTARK

But, my God, you cannot become the husband
of a Princess of Graustark! Ineed not tell you
that, however. You surely must under .
stand.”

“I do understand,”” said Lorry, dizzly.
‘I am not a prince, as you are saying over and
over again to yourself. Count Halfont, every
born American may become ruler of the great-
est pation in the world—the United States.
His home is his kingdom; his wife, his mother,
his sisters are his queens and his princesses;
his fellow citizens are his admiring subjects if
he is wise and good. In my land you will find
the poor man climbing to the highest pinnacle,
side by side with the rich man. The woman I
love is a Princess. Had she been the lowliest
maid in all that great land of ours, still would
she have been my queen, I her king. When
first I loved the mistress of Graustark she was,
you must not forget, Miss Guggenslocker. I
have said all this to you, sir, not in egotism nor
in bitterness, but to show my right to hope in
the face of all obstacles. We recognize little
as impossible, Until death destroys this power
to love and to hope I must say to you thatI
shall not consider the Princess Yetive beyond
my reach. Frankly, I cannot, sir.”’

The Count heard him through, unconscious
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swelled through the park from the band gal-
lery; from afar off came the sounds of revelry.
The people of Edelweiss were rejoicing over
the unexpected deliverance from a fate so cer-
tain that the escape seemed barely short of
miraculous.

Every sound, every rustle of the wind
through the plants that were scattered over
the balcony caused him to look toward the door
through which she must come to him.

At last she appeared, and he hastened to
meet her. As he took her hands in his, she
said softly, dreamily, looking over his shoulder
toward the mountain’s crest:

‘“The same fair moon,’”’ and smiled into his
eyes. '

‘““The same fair maid and the same man,”
he added. ‘‘I believe the band is playing the
same air; upon my soul, I do."’

‘“Yes, the same air, La Paloma. It is my
lullaby. Come, let us walk. I cannot sit
quietly now. Talk to me. Let me listen and
be happy."’

Slowly they paced the wide balcony, through
the moonlight and the shadows, her hand rest-
ing on his arm, his clasping it gently. Love
obstructs the flow of speech; the heart-beats
choke back the words and fill the throat
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When almost directly beneath the rail, the
Countess glanced upward, impelled by the
strange instinct of an easily startled love, confi-
dent that prying eyes were upon her. She saw
the dark forms leaning over the rail and rather
jerkily brought her companion to a standstill
and to a realization of his position. Anguish
turned his eyes aloft.

‘‘Can you, fair maid, tell me the names of
those beautiful stars I see in the dark dome
above?’’ he asked, in a loud, happy voice.
*‘Oh, can they be eyes?’’ .

‘‘Eyes, most noble sir,”’ replied his com-
panion. ‘' There are no stars so bright.”’

‘‘Methought they were diamonds in the sky
at first. Eyes like those must belong to some
divinity."’

*‘They do, fair student, and to a divinity well
worth worshiping. I have heard it said that
men offer themselves as sacrifices upon her
altars.”’

‘“Unless my telescope deceives me, I discern
a very handsome sacrifice up there, so I sup-
pose the altar must be somewhere in the
neighborhood.”’

‘‘Not a hand’s breadth beneath her eyes,”
laughed the Countess, as she fled precipitately
up the steps, followed by the jesting student.
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‘‘Beware of a divinity in wrath,”’ came a
sweet, clear voice from the balcony, and
Anguish called out from his safe retreat, like
the boy he was:

‘*Ah, who's afraid!”’

The Princess was laughing softly, her eyes
radiant as they met those of her companion,
amused yet grave.

*‘Does he have a care?’’ she asked.

*I fear not. He loves a Countess."’

‘‘He has not to pay the price of ambition,
then?”’ said she, softly.

‘*Ambition is the cheapest article in the
world,” he said. ‘‘It concerns only a man’s
self.”



XXVIII

THE MAID OF GRAUSTARK

Expectancy,concern, the dread of uncertainty
marked the countenances of Graustark’s min-
isters and her chief men as they sat in the
council chamber on the day following, await-
ing the appearance of their Princess, at whose
call they were unexpectedly assembled. More
than two score eyes glanced nervously toward
the door from time to time.

All realized an emergency. No sooner were
they out of one dilemma than another cast its
prospects across their path, creating the fear
that rejoicing would be short. While none
knew the nature of the business that called
them together, each had a stubborn suspicion
that it related to the stirring declarations of
the day before. Not one in that assembly but
had heard the vivid, soulful sentence from
the throne. Not one but wished in secret as
Gaspon and Halfont had wished in open
speech.

When the Princess entered with the prime
minister they narrowly scanned the face so
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to discuss my position that I have called you
here. To begin, I would have sacrificed my
kingdom, as you know, to save him. He was
innocent and I loved him. If, on yesterday, I
would not let my kingdom stand between me
and my love, I cannot do so to-day. I have
called you here to tell you, my lords, that I
have promised to become the wife of the man
who would have given his life for you and for
me—that I love asa woman, not as a Princess.”

The silence of death stole into the room.
Every man’s eyes were glued upon the white
face of the Princess and none could break the
spell. They had expected it, yet the shock
was overwhelming; they had feared it, yet the
announcement stupefied them. She looked
straight before her, afraid to meet the eyes of
her subjects, knowing that sickening disap-
proval dweltin them. Not a word was uttered
for many seconds. Then old Caspar’s tense
muscles relaxed and his arms dropped limply
from their crossed position on his breast.

‘‘My child, my child!"’ he cried, lifelessly.
“You cannot do this thing!"’ ’

‘‘But the people?’’ cried Gaspon, his eyes
gleaming. ‘‘You cannot act against the will of
the people. Our laws, natural and otherwise,
proscribe the very act you have in mind. The
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‘“Yes, as much as it would grieve me, |
would do all this,” she answered, firmly, not
daring to look at her uncle. She knew his eyes
were upon her and that condemnation lurked
in their depths. Her heart ached to turn to
him with a prayer for forgiveness, but there
could be no faltering now.

““I ask you, my lords, to acknowledge the
marriage of your ruler to Grenfall Lorry.
I am to be his wife; but I entreat you to grant
me happiness without making me endure the
misery that will come to me if I desert my
father's throne and the people who have wor-
shipped me and to whom I am bound by a
tie that cannot be broken. I do not plead so
much for the right to rule as I do for the one
who may rule after I am gone. I want my
own to follow me on the throne of Graustark.”

Then followed a long, animated discussion,
growing brighter and more hopeful as the
speakers’ willing hearts warmed to the propo-
sition. Lorry was a favorite but he could not
be their prince. Hereditary law prohibited.
Still his children if God gave him children,
might be declared rightful heirs to the throne
of their mother, the Princess. The more they
talked, the more the problem seemed to solve
itself. Many times the Princess and her wise
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‘I have no hesitancy in saying that Grau-
stark already idolizes this brave American,"’
said Halfont, warmly. ‘‘He has won her
affection. If the question is placed before the
people to-morrow in proper form, I will vouch
for it that the whole nation will rise and cry:
‘Long live the Princess! Long live the Prince
Consort!’ "

*‘Goin’ back, I see,’” said Sitzky, the guard,
some months later, addressing a very busy
young man, who was hurrying down the plat-
form of the Edelweiss railway station toward
the special train which was puffing impatiently.

‘‘Hello, Sitzky! Isit you? I'm glad to see
you again. Yes, we are going back to the land
of the Stars and Stripes.” The speaker was
Mr. Anguish.

*“You'll have fine company 's fer as Vienna,
too. D’ you ever see such a celebration’s
dey’re havin’ here to-day? You'd t’'ink d’
whole world was interested in 4’ little visit
Her Royal Highness is goin’ to pay to Vienna.
Dummed if 4’ whole city, soldiers an’ all, ain’t
down here to see 'er off. Look at d’ crowd!
By glory, I don’t b’lieve we ¢'n pull d’ train
out of d station. 'Quainted wid any of 4’
royal crowd?”
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her own position was concerned.  But, there
was Lorry to be considered.

*“Mr. Lorry knows that I called you together
in consultation, but he does not know thatl
wozld kave given up my crown for him I
dared not tell him that He knows only that
I was to ask your advice on the question of
marriage, and that alone. Last night he told
me he was confident you would agree to the
urica. He ts an American, and does not
appreciate the difficulties attending such an
espousal Over there distinction exists onlyin
wealth and intelligence—position, I believe
they call it, but not such as ours. He is 2
strange man, and we have yet to consult him
as to the arrangement,’’ she said to her lords,
pursing her lips. “‘I fear he will object to the
plan we have agreed upon,’”” she went on
‘“He is sensitive, and it is possible he will not
like the idea of putting our marriage to the
popular vote of the people.’”

**I insist, however, that the people be consid-
ered in the matter,”” said Gaspon. *‘‘In three
month’s time the whole nation can say whether
it sanctions the revision of our laws of heredity.
It would not be right or just for us to say who
shall be their future rulers, for all time to
Come, without consulting them.*’





















